—— 
JOLLY OLD JUNE 


| O JOLLY old June, I’m glad you’re here 
| And wish you’d stay the rest of the year. 


Our school was fun and I’m glad I made 
The Junior’s Band and the high fifth grade. 
But now I have nothing to do all day 

But care for the garden and read and play 
And sit in the shade and fish and dream. 
We fellows have made up a baseball team. 


Sis made me a suit, Dad got me the socks 
And the name of our team is LITTLE ROCKS. 


We’ve got new bats and we’re going to play 
Our very first game on my tenth birthday. 


If you don’t know now, you will know soon 
Why my favorite month is jolly old June. 
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SECRET GARDEN 
MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


r a jade pool, 
Slim, cool, 
The fishes play, 
And iris grow 
In a tall row 

As cool as they. 
Dew-diamonded, 
A violet bed 


Spreads, blue,upon the world. 
nd high 


White lilac tfees push back 
the sky. 


And in my hidden garden 
noo 
I find all magic in a book. 
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UST one 
hundred 
years ago 


this year there 

died in Vienna, Austria, 
the mightiest of musi- 
cians, Ludwig van Bee- 
thoven, one of the deepest 
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BEETHOVEN, THE MIGHTIEST 
OF MUSICIANS 


By HENRY PURMORT EAMES, LL. B. 


Mus. Doc. Composer, Piano-Lecture-Recitalist; Teacher of Piano and 
Lecturer at American Conservatory, Chicago; President 
of the Society of American Musicians 









composer was, 
and you will 
love trees for- 
ever, and brooks 
and human nature the 
more for hearing it. 

I wonder how many of 
Beethoven’s many mas- 














and loftiest spirits the 
world has ever known. 

Nations are this year 
vying with each other in 
paying honor and homage 
to Beethoven, the man 
and his music. Of course, 
I want our American boys 
and girls to unite in the 
world-tribute of praise to 
this “‘nature’s nobleman,” 
and so the beautiful month 
of June is chosen for this 
Beethoven article. For it 
is the story of a Rhineland 
boy who had a lazy, dis- 
solute father, but who had 
a mother who was all love and inspiration. 

It is the story of the boy from Bonn who 
in his large and thoughtful head carried one 
glorious aim. To achieve his high” purpose 
he surmounted the handicap of poverty and 
the early loss of his only dear one—his 
mother. He rose above heartbreaking treat- 
ment by those whom he was continually 
helping, and finally he was victor over a 
great affliction to a musician—deafness— 
for even deafness could not stop this musical 
genius from composing masterpieces. 

June is nature’s bridal month and to 
nature-loving Beethoven it was the month of 
heaven-upon-earth. He was from childhood 
to his death a worshiper of God’s green earth. 
One of the most perfect paintings in tones of 
country and country folk that exists is Bee- 
thoven’s “Pastoral’’ Symphony, and it was 
inspired by his love of nature and natural 
people. 

Beethoven himself writes in a letter: 
“Here, lying beside the brook, among the 
nut trees, listening to the birds singing, I 
wrote the ‘Scene by the Brook,’ and the 
goldenhammers above me and the cuckoos 
round about me helped me to compose it.” 

You must surely hear this symphony 
played directly or indirectly (through the 
records) by the orchestra, for it will make 
you know how pure and simple this great 





terpieces you know, even 
by name, for perhaps the 
best way to celebrate this 
anniversary of Bee- 
thoven’s death is to listen 
to, and become familiar 
with some of his deathless 
musical works. 

That favorite sonata for 
piano, known as the 
“Moonlight Sonata’’—the 
publisher gave it that title, 
however—do you know 
that? And the sonata 
called the ‘‘Pathetic,”’ so 
intense and impressive 
that if the publishers had 
to give it any extra title, they might better 
have called it the “Tragic Sonata?” And 
do you know the mighty sonata in F minor, 
this time well called the ‘‘Appassionata”’ 
(Impassioned)? All these you should know, 
at least by hearing, for every artist plays 
them and every student studies them. They 
form an almost vital part of the world’s daily 
diet of musical food. 

Beethoven wrote many lovely songs, but 
the one entitled ‘“‘Adelaide” is the best 
known. You will love this song more and 
more as you become familiar with its words 
and soaring melody. 

There is a form of concert music which is 
called “‘concerto,’”’ and no one has written 
more beautiful concertos than has Bee- 
thoven. His concerto for violin with orches- 
tral accompaniment, and his five concertos 
for piano are masterpieces. Listen to the 
world-famous “‘Emperor’’ concerto, as played 
by a Paderewski, or any great performer, 
and you will experience a thrill and an exul- 
tation never to be forgotten. 

Beethoven’s music in several ways resem- 
bles the grand manner of the greatest of 
Italian artists, Michelangelo, and many of 
his compositions are as grand and heroic as 
the dome of St. Peters or the ceiling of the 
Sistine Chapel in Rome. 

But after all, Beethoven best reveals his 
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many sides and highest self in his nine sym- 
phonies for large orchestra. A symphony is 
just like a sonata, except that it is written 
for the many instruments of an orchestra, 
and so gives much more color and variety 
than a sonata, which most frequently is 
written for a one-solo instrument. The best 
known of the master’s symphonies are the 
Third, called the ‘“He- 
roic,”’ the Fifth, the Sixth 
(called the ‘‘Pastoral’’), 
and the immortal Ninth, 
Beethoven’s last sym- 
phony. But each one is 
justly famous and beloved, 
and you must know them 
through hearing them, and 
each will then become a 
standard and an inspira- 
tion in your life. 

I said this was a story 
of the boy from Bonn who 
never let anything down 
him, and it is. When 
Beethoven was in his 
twenties he found he was 
growing deaf—the worst 
possible affliction for a 
composer. 

But in spite of the grad- 
ual approach of deafness he composed, and 
though his last few symphonies were written 
by him with only his inner ear to guide him, 
these works are as great, if not greater than 
any he ever wrote previously. 

How I would love to take you where I go 
each summer—to Beethoven’s birthplace in 
Bonn, Germany—there to reverently touch 
his piano, violin, and cello, and see his own 
handwritten music, and the many things 
which his personal use has made almost 
sacred! 

Beethoven’s father never deserved or won 
his son’s respect, but the mother possessed 
Ludwig’s respect and love in fullest measure. 
She was both a clever and a good mother, 
and her death, when Ludwig was but seven- 
teen, was a hard blow to the sensitive boy. 
He said over and over again, “‘She was my 
best friend! Who was happier than I, when 
I could still call the sweet name of ‘Mother,’ 
and it was always heard? To whom can I 
now say it?” 

But then, as ever afterward, young Bee- 
thoven faced the world with courage and con- 
fidence, and through playing and teaching the 
violin in his home town on the Rhine, he sup- 
ported his two younger brothers and earned 
the lasting respect of everyone about him. 

Beethoven never married and had no love 
affairs. His lifelong loves were five in 
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number: for mankind, for his mother, for 
his art, for nature, and for God. As soon as 
spring appeared he commenced his solitary 
walks through the countryside, and there he 
communed with all the wild life and with 
forest, field, and stream. 

Beethoven early formed the habit of car- 
rying a notebook, in which he jotted down 
his thoughts—in musical 
notes and in words. ‘‘No 
man on earth,” he writes 
in one of these notebooks, 
“‘loves the country more 
than I. Woods, trees, 
and rocks give the re- 
sponse man requires. 
Every tree, seems to say, 
“Holy, holy.’ ” 

Yes, we know the great 
composer’s personal ap- 
pearance, actions and 
dress were not very attrac- 
tive. He was very short 
—only five feet and four 
inches tall—we know he 
was careless of both his 
dress and his temper; we 
know he was awkward, 
that he could not dance in 
time, and that he some- 
times indulged in storms of temper. But 
he never compromised with evil; he always 
stood by his principles, and ever gave gener- 
ously and quietly to the poor and distressed. 

He knew many great men intimately; he 
studied for a time with the famous Josef 
Haydn; he knew the young Mozart, and the 
still younger Franz Schubert. He praised 
their work and took what he deserved— 
their homage. 

He was a lover of the people, of liberty, 
and of all that was beautiful and good. His 
only aim and desire in life was to serve music 
and to become a great artist. ‘‘Press for- 
ward”’ was Beethoven’s watchword, and no 
man ever lived up to that motto better. 

Beethoven’s funeral was a memorable one 
in Vienna. A noble and a gifted soul had 
passed and this was realized by the thousands 
who came to do him this last honor. The 
world is dotted with statues of Beethoven, 
hundreds of books have been written about 
him and his wonderful compositions, but the 
most enduring monument he has is the 
imperishable beauty of his music. 

In his music you will find the real, the 
great, and the spiritual Beethoven, and if 
you wish to honor him and at the same time 
to brighten and bless your own life, make his 
musical-thoughts your own, and his stand- 
ards your guide in musical appreciation. 
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JOSIE’S HOME RUN 


OSIE and Joe 
were twins—as 
like as two peas 

in a pod, from their 

sturdy, stout little 
bodies, up to their broad smiling red mouths, 
freckled noses, and wavy, red hair. 

Josie had one deep trouble—she was not a 
boy. ‘Why, oh, why, Mother, didn’t you 
make me a boy like Joe?’’ she would question. 
“T can climb higher, and run faster than he, 
and I know I’d be a better ball player if I 
had a chance.” 

Poor Mrs. Dawn! She had wanted a little 
girl for whom she could dress dolls and make 
tea parties, and she had tried very hard to 
make Josie into a girlish girl. And how Josie 
disliked the embroidered linens, and stiff little 
ruffled organdie dresses, which made her look 
like a plump little green balloon! She was 
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never so happy as when tagging after Joe, 
dressed as nearly like him as possible in over- 
alls, sports blouse and skull cap. Often she 
came home, almost in tears. 

“Mother, Joe won’t let me play with the 
ball team when they are practicing. Why 
can’t I, Mother?” 

““Aw, Mother,”’ Joe, who was very fond of 
his sister, would reply, “I like to play with 
Josie, and the kids like her. But you know, 
Mother, when there’s a whole field of boys 
and not another girl, it makes a fellow feel 
funny if the girl’s his sister. Sometimes the 
fellows say things.” 

“TI think Joe is right, Josie, and you must 
come home if the whole ball team is playing. 
When there are only two or three of Joe’s 
friends, you may play with them if they want 
you.” Josie’s face grew very red, and her 
very curls seemed to bristle like an angry 
pup’s hair. 

“T will make a ball team of my own,” she 
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said. But, alas, for Josie! So many little 
girls preferred hopscotch and jacks, paper 
dolls and tag, that she could not form a team. 
Nevertheless, she managed to find a great 
many chances 

to play ball. 

She found sev- 

eral girls who 

would play at 

times, if she 

bribed them 

with “suckers” 

and peanuts. 

She persuaded 

Father and 

Mother to pitch 

for her, and 

many an eve- 

ning she and 

Joe’s friends 

spent playing in 

the vacant lot 

across the street. 

She became a 

fair pitcher and 

she was surely a 

strong batter. 

“Watch out 
for Josie when 
she bats,” laughed the boys. ‘‘ You may have 
to run way to China to find her balls.”’ 

The spring the twins were ten years old 
was an exciting time in the Lowell school 
which they attended. It seemed as if all the 
boys in the town had gone ball mad, and each 
room in each school had its own team. The 
different schools had played each other, and 
the Lowell Fifth Grade team, of which Joe 
was a member, had only to beat the Whittier 
school Fifth Graders to become town cham- 
pions. Better still, the winning team was to 
go to Meridian, six miles away, and play a 
match game there. An uncle and aunt of 
the twins, who lived in Meridian, had been 
visiting in their home, and heard all about 
the exciting prospect. 

“If your team wins, Joe, and comes to 
Meridian, Aunt Emma and I will invite you 
alltoachicken dinner. Won’twe,Em? And 
mind you, even if you don’t let Josie play 
ball, she shall come and sit at the head of 
the table. Eh, Josie?” 
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Again and again Josie clenched her stout 
little hands over the thought that she could 
not play on the team. No one wanted to so 
much as she. How she would work! How 
she would run! 
How she would 
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evening she 
worked with 
Joe, and some- 
times he grew 
very cross when 
she insisted that 
he practice. 

“You might 
let me alone a 
minute, Josie 

Dawn,” he retorted one 
night. “A fellow’s got to 
do something in this world 
except play ball every 
minute.” 

“T won’t let you alone until the game is 
over. If I can’t play, my brother has to play 
well enough to make up for it.” 

It was now Friday evening. The game was 
set for 9.30 the following morning. The team 
had their last practice after school, and Joe 
did not come in until dinner time. Then he 
refused to eat, and sat bunched up in a shiv- 
ering heap before the grate fire. 

“T don’t want any dinner,” he said, when 
his mother called him to the table. “I’m not 
hungry.” 

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked Josie in 
great alarm. 

“Nothing. I’m just cold and tired. Can’t 
a fellow rest a minute without everyone think- 
ing something’s the matter?” replied Joe 
crossly. 

Nevertheless, although Joe insisted he was 
all right, Mother noticed that he shivered all 
evening, and went to bed very early. When 
she went for a last good-night look he was 
tossing and mumbling in his sleep. By morn- 
ing even’ Joe himself admitted that he could 
not get out of bed. 

“Oh, Mother,” he cried, the tears running 
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down his cheeks, “‘the team needs me. What 
shall I do? What shall I do?” 

Josie was crying, too. ‘Oh, brother, I am 
so sorry. What canIdofor you? Shall I go 
and watch the game, or 
shall I stay with you?”’ 

“You must go, Josie, 
and cheer for the boys 
just as loud as you can. 
They sometimes say 
your cheering helps as 
much as my playing. 
And take a pencil and 
paper and write down 
all the plays so you can 
remember and tell me 
about each one. Just 
my luck!”’ 

“Yes, you had better 
go,” agreed Mother, 
“but you must hurry 
to the barber’s before the game. 
Remember, I said you cannot go to 
Ernestine’s party this afternoon 
unless you have your hair trimmed. 
Mike knows the way I like it cut.” 

“Perhaps if I have to wait at 
the shop I will go straight to the 
game from there. Esther and 
Eleanor are going with me. Oh, I wish you 
could go, brother. I will remember and tell 
you all about it.” 

“All right. Go by and tell the fellows, will 
you?” 

A block from the house Josie met Jim Bane. 
““Say, Josie,’ he roared, “‘did you hear of our 
tough luck? Bill hurt his ankle last night. 
He and Joe are our stars, and we need them 
both to win. Good thing we still have Joe, 
but even then we may not win.” 

Josie opened her mouth to tell about Joe. 
Something stopped her. An idea was whirl- 
ing in her brain; if she told the boys they would 
probably spoil her plan. 

“You needn’t go by for Joe. He can’t 
come now. I’ll be there and yell for you at 
9.30 sharp.” Josie ran like the wind, fearing 
she would be questioned about Joe. All the 
way to the barber shop she argued the problem 
in her mind. Should she do it? Should she 
not do it? Once in the chair, her mind was 
made up. 
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“Mike,” she said, “cut my hair like Joe’s. 
I’m going to have it cut the way J like it 


this time.” 


“T like it very short and shingled myself, 
Miss Josie, but your 


mother always seems 
" to want your curls to 
Ditties show,’’ said Mike 


doubtfully. He had in 
mind several very 
heated arguments upon 
this question which 
had proceeded from 
this very chair. 

“Mother will like it 
this way, I am sure,” 
said Josie. And she 
meant it. Mother 
was true blue. She 
had never yet failed 
them when it came to 
the question of helping one an- 
other, and, oh, what were curls 
compared to winning the game? 

““If Mother knows I am doing 
this for Joe and the school, she 
will not care,’’ argued Josie to 
herself. The shorn head felt 
delightful. She surveyed her- 
self with great satisfaction in the glass. “‘Oh, 
I look more than ever like Joe. I look so like 
him no one would know,” she whispered to 
herself. She sped home like a scared little 
kitten, stopping only to stick her head into 
Esther’s door and call, “Don’t you and Elea- 
nor wait for me.” 

It was easy to creep unseen into the little 
play shed where all the twins’ toys, bicycles, 
balls, bats and outing garments were kept; 
it was also easy to slip into her little tweed 
knickers, so like Joe’s, into her brother’s red 
sweater, red stockings and small, scuffed ball 
shoes. With the red cap and visor pulled over 
her eyes, no one would have dreamed that it 
was not Joe who stepped jauntily into the ball 
park just before the game was called. Least 
of all did the team suspect. They had a yell 
for each of their players. When they saw 
Josie they stamped their feet and chanted, 

“Here’s Joe-Joe-Joe! 
Now the game will go-go-go!” 
Thrills ran up and down Josie’s back. She 
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had never dreamed of anything so delightful. 
“I’ve got to make it go. I have to,” she 
resolved. “If I play poorly, and the boys 
find out it’s me, they will tease me forever 
and ever.” 

Now the game had started. Poor little 
Josie was so excited that when her turn came 
to bat she quickly fanned out. 

““What’s gotten into you, Joe? Forgotten 
that chicken dinner?” The boys guyed her 
well. After that she rallied and played a fair 
game, but it was not until the end of the last 
inning that her chance came. The game had 
been evenly balanced—the score went up and 
down like a seesaw. First, the Lowells were 
ahead and then the Whittiers, next the Lowells 
and then the Whittiers—on through the whole 
game. 

The score was now 15 to 14 in favor of 
Whittier; it was the last inning, two of the 
Lowell batters were out, there were three men 
on bases and Josie was at the bat. Her heart 
thumped so that she feared every one on the 
field must hear it. Her hands shook; never 
before in her short life had she so felt the need 
to do and win. Not for her own sake, but for 
the honor of the team, and for Joe. 

“They think he has not played his best, 
and I mustn’t go back on Joe. I must not 
lose this game.”’ She dared not even think 
what would happen. Each little freckle stood 
out bravely on her face, like crowded blossoms 
on a pansy bed. She gripped the bat—the 
ball was coming. 

Josie swung furiously and missed. 
one,” called the umpire. Again the ball came, 
and again and again. “Ball 
one. Ball two. Strike two. 

Ball three.”” Only one more 
chance! Josie’s courage came 
at last; she refused to be 
afraid. She swung the bat. 
There was a loud crack, and 
away the ball soared high- 
higher-highest. As the ball 
flew, so flew Josie. Like 
frightened little rabbits were 
her feet, barely touching the 
ground. You would never 
dream that fat little legs could 
cover sO much space in so 
short a time. First base! 


“Strike 
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From the corner of her eye Josie saw Sam run 
in home. The score was even, 15 to 15. On 
she sped; the ball had landed in a patch of 
weeds, and the Whittier fielders were franti- 
cally hunting it. Second base, and Willie had 
gone home—now the game was won. On she 
went to third base, reaching there just as Jack 
touched the home plate. Josie, on third, saw 
the fielder pick up the ball. Could she make 
a home run? Wouldn’t that be something to 
tell Joe? Breathless, panting, she ran on. 
The fielder threw the ball. “Go it, Joe!” 
cried the spectators. “‘Beat the ball! Good 
boy! Run!” 

Josie flew—the ball flew too, straight into 
the hands of the Whittier catcher. He fum- 
bled, and down it rolled. Josie rolled also, 
just as she had seen the boys do many times. 
She reached forth her hands and touched the 
base, and lay there panting, almost sobbing 
for joy, too breathless to move. The score 
stood 18 to 15 in favor of Lowell. 

“Hurrah for Joe! Hurrah for Joe! He 
made things go. He made things go!”’ yelled 
the boys in a frenzy of joy. A tall man, pass- 
ing, paused to see what was causing all the 
tumult. He was greeted by eager voices. 

“Gosh, Mr. Dawn,” said the excited cap- 
tain, “‘you ought to have seen Joe. He won 
the game for us. Just made the dandiest 
home run.” 

“Joe made a home run? What do you 
mean? Joe is home in bed.” He pushed his 
way through the crowd. His eye lighted on 
his red-faced, panting little daughter, still lying 
where she had fallen. He could always tell 

her from Joe by her sheepish 
little grin, and the funny dim- 
ple which appeared in one 
cheek when she was bothered. 

“Josie,” he gasped, “what 
does this mean? Get up out 
of the dust!” 

Josie was still too ex- 
hausted to rise, but she 
had recovered enough 
breath to speak, and 
she panted, “I wanted 
the team to win. I can 
play as well as Joe, and 
he is one of the very 
best players. When 

(Continued on page $80) 











HALL we take a 
S vacation and go to 

the circus to-day?” 
Father asked, as he took 
a second helping of bacon and fried eggs. 

There was silence. Could Father be joking? 

“QOh-h-h!”’ ejaculated Teddy, after the silence 
had seemed interminable. All of our pent-up long- 
ings seemed to be expelled in Teddy’s exclamation. 

We had hoped to see the circus ever since two 
men had left an alluring poster, picturing a golden- 
haired circus lady in blue satin frills leaping through 
a flower-trimmed hoop, while her snowy-white horse 
pranced beneath it. 

But Mother had said, “‘Children, Father is too 
busy to bother about circuses. You are not to men- 
tion the subject to him or within his hearing.” 

And we hadn’t. Once Rose had said, ‘“‘I don’t 
see how the circus lady can—’’ But she felt the 
touch of Mother’s warning foot under the table, 
and the sentence was left unfinished. Also, Teddy 
had brought up the forbidden subject with the 
words, ‘‘Six clowns are coming—”’ but Gerald com- 
menced wrestling with his talkative brother, so no 
more was said about clowns. 

“Mercy gracious, you don’t honest mean—”’ 
Rose’s face actually whitened. 

“‘T honest mean,” laughed Father. 
one going to be in favor—”’ 

“TI am,” broke in Mother, looking around the 
breakfast table at our expectant faces. 

““We’re—we're all in favor of going,” 
declared, with an air of solemnity. 

“All right.” Father beamed. ‘Suppose every 
one pitches into the work and helps like a good 
fellow, so that we can start at nine sharp. The 
parade is at ten, you know.” 

Didn’t we help? The cream was separated; the 
milk cans, separator, and dishes were washed; the 
cows were driven to the pasture; the chickens were 
fed and watered; the picnic lunch was put up; the 
team was hitched to the surrey; and everyone of 
us five little Kansas Jayhawkers and the two big 
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QUEEN AT THE CIRCUS 
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Jayhawkers—Father and Mother—scrubbed and 
washed and combed and dressed in our Sunday best, 
were piling into the surrey, as the kitchen clock was 
striking nine. 

The ride to town was uneventful, but in town all 
was quite different. The buildings were decorated 
with flags and bunting; people in holiday attire 
swarmed about the main street, jostling one another 
good-naturedly. 

“T never saw so many people,” laughed Father. 

“It’s like a united Decoration Day and Fourth 
of July crowd,’’ Mother laughed back. 

“There are the Wilsons and the Carlsons and 
everybody we know,” spoke up Teddy, pointing 
a stubby finger at our neighbors. 

“Everybody we do know and everybody we don’t 
know,”’ boomed Father, as he bowed right and left. 

At last, after a half hour of impatient waiting, 
a radiant Teddy shouted, “It’s coming! I hear it!” 

The crowd surged ahead toward the street curb. 
Loud, ecstatic cries came from all of us children, 
for down the usually quiet street marched, in all 
its brilliancy of color and tinsel and tawdry splendor, 
the street parade. 

“Did you ever see such fine horses?’’ questioned 
Gerald, as twelve cream-colored horses curveted 


‘by us. 


“They’re not half so fine as our Queen,’”’ Rose 
sniffed. We all looked around to make a com- 
parison, but Father had hitched the team on a side 
street, so Queen was not in sight. 

“Why, circus horses are always handsomer than 
just farm animals,” Gerald insisted. 

“Well, I’d rather have our beautiful Queen than 
all of those old circus horses, so there!’’ flung out 
Rose. 

“* Just see those elephants!” put in Florence, mak- 
ing an end to the horse controversy. 

“Fourteen of them.’’ Mother smiled. 
saw sO many at one time.” 

“Wonder how much they weigh. Do you know, 
Father?’ Gerald asked. 

“Oh, tons and tons,” laughed Father. 


““T never 
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“Just see those 
painted wagons! 
What’s in them?” 

Teddy asked, as 

some huge closed wagons swept past us. 

““Mystery, I guess,” laughed Father. 

“‘Here come the clowns,”’ chimed in Florence, as 
six bulky figures, garbed in white Pierrot suits with 
brilliant red spots, flashed into sight. 

“*See ’em play ball!’ shouted Teddy. 

“‘Look-a-that,”’ called out little Rose. ‘“‘He’s 
running on his hands with his feet in the air.” 

“‘Oh, see the lovely lady with the lions!’’ gasped 
Florence. 

“They’re man-eating lions, too,’’ Teddy explained. 
“IT think she’s t-t-terrifically brave.” 

Some women standing near Teddy smiled as if 
they thought his remark a huge joke, but Teddy 
was not a bit disturbed by their mirth. 

“There’s a hippopotamus—it looks just like its 
picture in the geography—and a camel’s coming,” 
Rose shouted. 

Just then the band started playing, so that it 
was difficult to talk. 

At last, as the band music was growing faint in 
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the distance, the calliope passed. Then, we children 
came back to earth again. 

““*Twas a dandy parade,”’ was Teddy’s judgment. 

“Just elegant!’’ piped up Rose. 

“*Dear me,”’ mused Florence, ‘‘I wish circuses were 
free—same as parades.”’ 

“So do we!”’ the rest of us chimed in. 

“But you are all going to the circus,’’ Father 
spoke up, quietly. 

“Oh, Father!” cried Gerald, hardly believing 
he had heard a-right, while Teddy hopped up and 
down like a jumping jack, he was so tickled. 

“That is, you children and Mother are going.” 

“But why can’t you go, Father?’’ questioned 
Florence. 
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“‘Is it because it costs too much?”’ Gerald asked. 

‘*No,” Father replied. ‘“‘We’re hard up, goodness 
knows, but we have enough money to see the 
circus. I just have a little business to attend to, 
Son.” 

Shows begin early and last long. Mother and we 
children filed in shortly after we had finished our 
picnic lunch, leaving Father at the gate. 

““Q-o-0!”’ cried little Rose. 

“‘Aren’t we happy?” breathed Florence. 

“‘Aren’t we!” 
Mother respond- 
ed. ‘Come, chil- 
dren, keep close 
together and we mS Ema (cin 
shall see the ani- ey p- ‘Y 
mals before the . 
big show starts.” 

So, we saw the 
elephants, lions, 
tigers, giraffes, 
camels, and the 
hippopotamus at 
closerange. Then 
we pushed our 
way under the 
great circus can- 
vas. 

It was fun 
climbing up on 
the jiggly bench- 
es and finding our 
seats. Getting 
settled was easy, 
with Mother and 
Gerald the out- 
posts and all of 
the rest of us be- 
tween. Then the 
stunts began. 

Everyone 
laughed. Laugh- 
ing waseasy when 
the clowns were 
so funny. But some of the stunts were hair- 
raising. There was the one where the lady made 
the lions play pussy-wants-a-corner. We were glad 
when the lady and the lions went out of the ring 
and a fairy, in short, silvery skirts, who rode stand- 
ing on two ponies, dashed in. 

“Wait! Watch her—watch her!” Gerald whis- 
pered. ‘“She’s going to jump through a hoop of 
fire without burning up.” 

Father had given Mother money for some extras, 
so we drank pink lemonade and ate ice cream cones. 
Gerald, Teddy, Rose, and I had red balloons, but 
Florence chose a cane. 

“I need one—I’m so happy I’ll tumble down 
between these seats if I don’t have something to 
save me,” laughed Florence. ‘“‘I never was so happy 
except when I had my birthday party. That was 
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as splendid as this, but it wasn’t so heavenly splen- 
did. Mother, don’t you feel all beautiful and jiggy 
inside?” 

“All beautiful and jiggy!’’ nodded Mother, won- 
dering a little whether it was all circus or some pink 
lemonade. 

“‘T like the wholeness of it best,’’ piped up Rose, 
taking in the animated scene with an artist’s eye. 

“T don’t!” Teddy chirped. “I like the every 
little speckness of it. I like that awful big center ring 
and the teeny 
ones on each side 
—I like the bal- 
loon man.” 

“TI like all the 
trapeze men and 
women,” Gerald 
confided. 

‘*Aren’t you 
glad that we 
came, Mother?” 
I asked, and 
Mother nodded. 

Adopting fa- 
vorite performers 
was lots of fun. 

“My favorite 
is the trapeze 
man in the pink 
suit,”” announced 
Gerald. ‘Look, 
he’s throwing a 
kiss at us!” 

““Mine’s that 
clown in the red 
polka dot suit 
and the little yel- 
low stocking 
cap,’’ laughed 
Teddy. ‘See him 
turn handsprings! 
My, IwishI 
could do them as 
fast as he does 
and act so comical at the same time.” 

“*T like the lion tamer best, ’cause she’s so brave,” 
confessed Florence. 

Rose had more refined taste. She chose a beau- 
teous creature in gold and blue starry spangles. Her 
beauteous lady waved a scepter at Rose as she 
glided by. 

“Here come the white horses,”’ piped up Gerald. 

Sure enough! The twelve cream-colored horses 
we had seen in the parade dashed out into the ring. 
They were driven by a girl in a white, ruffled dress. 

“Oh, she’s got so many ruffles on! And they’re 
beau-ti-fully done up!”’ sighed Florence. Florence 
had to help Mother with the heavy ironings, so she 
knew how tedious it is to iron starched ruffles. 

“‘Something’s gone wrong; a horse has fallen,” 
gasped Gerald. 
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It was true. One of the splendid cream-colored 
horses was lying in the sawdust ring, while the 
others pranced, nervously endeavoring to be free. 
Circus men gathered around; they unharnessed 
the excited animals, but one beautiful cream-colored 
horse was dead. 

“What if it had been our Queen?”’ gasped Teddy. 

Like all children brought up in the country, we 
loved animals dearly, and of all farm animals, we 
loved the horses best. So, although there were 
several more circus acts, the death of the splendid 
cream-colored horse put a damper on our spirits. 

At last the circus was over. 

“‘Shall we stay for the concert?’’ Mother ques- 
tioned. 

We shook our heads, solemnly, and Mother said, 
“Very well.” 

Outside the big tent the side show barkers were 
shouting. 

“Father wanted you to have a wonderful day,” 
spoke up Mother. “Is there something out here 
you’d like to see?”’ 

““There’s the Fat Lady,” I suggested. 

When we had walked past her tent earlier in the 
afternoon, I had longed to see her. Now, as we 
stood in front of the barker and gazed at her picture, 
I didn’t care—didn’t even want to see her. 

“‘Oh, shucks!” said Gerald, turning to me. 
“Frances, I don’t believe she’s any fatter than 
Mrs. Keester!”” Mrs. Keester kept the chinaware 
store in our little town; she weighed almost three 
hundred. 

““Let’s not go in! Let’s find Father!” begged 
Teddy. 

“‘Let’s!’”’ Florence and Rose chorused. 

So, in spite of the barker, who disgustedly shouted, 
““You’re missing the great sight of your young 
lives!’’ we filed out of 
the circus gates. 

We saw Father from 
a distance. He was 
leaning up against our 
surrey eating pop corn 
from a paper bag. A 
circus man, who had 
been talking with 
Father, was just walk- 
ing away. 

“Well, well,’”’ Father 
laughed in his deep 
voice, as we came up 
to him, ‘“‘how was the 
circus?” 

“Just beau-ti-ful, 
only—’’ Rose stopped. 

‘*Only?’’ Father 
questioned, surprised 
that there should be 
a fly in the ointment. ‘Why, what’s the matter?” 

“Only one of those lovely horses like our Queen 
died,’’ spoke up Florence. 
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“‘Died in the ring,” Gerald explained. 

“°*Twas just awful,” Teddy sniffed. 

“It is too bad. By the way, Mother, the man- 
ager of the circus would like to buy Queen to replace 
this horse that died. What do you think? Hadn’t 
we better sell her?”’ 

“What! Sell our beautiful Queen?” gasped 
Florence. 

“No, Father!” Little Rose bit her lips. 

“Why, if you’d sell Queen, we wouldn’t have her,” 
Gerald declared with finality. 

“You don’t understand, children,’’ Father replied, 
trying to vindicate the selling of the favorite horse. 
“The manager of the circus has offered me four 
hundred dollars cash for Queen. That money would 
pay our taxes and leave us enough to buy a new 
horse and a piece of farm machinery that I have 
been needing for some time.” 

“Four hundred dollars!” gasped Mother, hardly 
believing she had heard correctly. 

“It’s because of the color of Queen. She’s as 
near like those other horses as peas in a pod. You 
remember old Mr. Wilson said, when he sold her 
to me, she had a little strain of Arabian blood.” 

“But we don’t want to sell Queen,” choked 
Florence. 

““She’s worth more than all the money in the 
world,”’ Teddy cried. 

““We don’t want any new horse. No new horse 
will be our beautiful Queen,” sobbed Rose. 

All of us children were in tears now. There were 
even tears in Mother’s eyes. 

“Well,” Father turned to Mother, “‘it is just as 
you say. Shall we sell a horse, that we can never 
hope to get more than a hundred and fifty dollars 
for from any farmer around here, to the circus 
manager for four hundred dollars?” 

There was silence. 
Would Mother decide 
to sell our beautiful 
Queen? We looked at 
her mournfully. 

But Mother loved 
Queen, too. Her 
cheeks flamed pink 
and her eyes were 
very bright. Stepping 
up to Father, she laid 
a gloved hand on his 
coat sleeve. 

“T know, dear, how 
much this money 
means to you,” she 
began, “but Queen is 
worth more to us than 
just money. The chil- 
dren love her, and I 
do, too. A new horse, 

I am afraid, would never take her place. So, please 

tell the circus man we cannot part with her. In 

some way, we’ll make the extra money to pay those 
(Continued on page 377) 





WHAT HAPPENED 
BEFORE 


Andy—or Andromeda as she 
was known before she lost her 
job and half of her name—is 
peeved. Her little girl has just been married. And Andy feels 
grumpy and ill-used and as lonely as a snub-nosed doll can feel. 
So she goes and sits on the fire escape (where she has never been 
allowed to sit) and begins chatting with a sparrow and with 
a wooden acrobat who lives next door. He admires her very 
much, but tells her quite plainly that she is too proud and stub- 
born. This disturbs Andy dreadfully, and to add to her troubles 
she finds the window behind her has been shut, and the family 
have gone to the country for the summer. 

Late in the afternoon just 
when Andy’s spirits begin 
to sink lower and lower, a 
large magenta balloon sails 
her way. In its basket sits 
a masked airman, who offers 
her a lift, takes her to a lone- 
ly marsh, then sails away 
again. Among the weeds and 
rushes Andy meets Billy-the- 
Lantern, a hedgehog hung 
with all sorts of papers and 
odds and ends found in the 
woods he is always tidying. 
He hunts up a small hotel for 
her, and clutching this tightly 
in her arms, Andy goes to 
sleep. The next morning 
after eating some of Billy- 
the-Lantern’s pancakes, 
Andy starts on her way, and 
soon meets a bored-looking 
horse, fond of eating huckle- 
berry bushes, a cranky rag 
doll, a wooden soldier and a 
pink china cat with three legs. 
They have all run away and 
invite Andy to come along 
with them to Africa, where 
they intend to found a colony. 

As they journey along the 
horse absent-mindedly steps 
off a steep precipice and 
dumps them on the sandy 
beach below, where the rag 
doll decides to start her col- 
ony. While she’s deciding, 
Andy explores a cave and discovers an egg that hurriedly hatches 
into the homeliest baby bird that ever was. Andy names him 
Eggie and decides to adopt him. She is already planning to 
brush his hair and make him some little green trousers when 
Eggie’s mother, an indignant sand martin, swoops down and 
takes her scrawny child straight back home again, leaving the 
horse to dry Andy’s tears and offer her sympathy and huckle- 
berries. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
ANDY TAKES THE BOAT 


getting on nicely. She had superintended the 

laying out of thirty streets, two public libra- 
ries, a swimming pool (to be filled by a trench from 
the river), an electric light station and three hotels 
in addition to Andy’s, which—the only actual build- 
ing so far—stood up quite grandly in the middle, 
surrounded by the trees which the cat had planted, 
and reached by a curved drivewya outlined with 


"[ ece colony, under the rag doll’s direction, was 
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far had come to take ad- 
vantage of all this industry 
except some large black 
ants and a tumblebug who, having lived in this 
neighborhood for a long time undisturbed, now came 
to view the proceedings with curiosity and dismay. 
It was a good beginning, however, and the rag doll 
felt proud of it. 

Andy, leaving the horse to finish his huckleberries 
alone, wandered down to the river and sat on a flat 

stone by the water’s 
edge, dabbling her toes. 
‘ Ghe was still feeling a 
little sore about Eggie; 
the sight of so many 
round pebb! scattered 
about only served to 
remind her cof her loss. 
One in particular, mot- 
tled with grey, looked 
so exactly like Eggie in 
his infancy (when he 
was really almost good 
looking) that it moved 
her to compose a little 
poem to express her 
sentiments, which were 
too deep to be borne in 
silence. She had got as 
far as: 
“Alas my heart is be- 
reaved 
Because my Eggie has 
leaved,”’ 
and was trying to think 
ofanequally goodrhyme 
to follow, when her at- 
tention was distracted 
by a bumping sound near at hand, and looking up 
she saw that it was caused by a log of wood which, 
carried down by the current, had lodged momen- 
tarily between two rocks in midstream. Instantly 
all idea of the poem went out of Andy’s head; she 
began scrambling over the stones till she reached 
the stop where the log was caught, and exclaiming, 
“A ferryboat! A ferryboat!”’ the silly little thing 
actually jumped on board without stopping to think 
what she was doing. Her weight released the log, 
which gave a sudden heave and swung loose, and 
the next moment Andy was being swept rapidly 
away downstream. 

Luckily the log was wide, so she did not roll off. 
She saw the shore being snatched past her, saw the 
cat and the wooden soldier and the rag doll, all 
intently bent over the colony and paying no heed 
to her, saw the spotted horse raise a startled head 
from among the huckleberries and had the presence 
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of mind to wave a hand to him, thereby nearly 
losing her balance; after which she could give no 
heed to anything but the twisting and turning of 
her craft. 

Presently, however, the stream became less rapid 
and the pace decreased. High bushes rose on either 
side, arching over the water, which was deep and 
brownish and alive with small creatures skating 
rapidly about the surface on threadlike legs. It was 
the hour, close on sunset, when all the big spiders 
come out to exchange gossip and take the air. 
Numbers of these crouched motionless on the river 
bank, watching the boat go by, and Andy glanced 
at them uneasily. 

““Goodness!”’ she thought. 
stop for any more passengers!” 

But the log kept on its course, avoiding the shore. 
The stream widened; the water became still and 
clear like a mirror. Trees and bushes were reflected 
in it; when a ripple passed over the surface all the 
leaves trembled gently. Deep, deep down, beyond 
the tree tops, lay the blue sky with white clouds 
drifting across it. Andromeda shut her eyes; it 
made her dizzy to gaze down into those still depths. 

Now the mirror shivered and broke. A spotted 
mud turtle thrust his head above the water. He 
swam faster than the boat; soon he had caught up 
with it and was clinging to one end. 

““Go away!” cried Andy. ‘“‘There’s no room for 
you!” 

But the turtle paid no attention. With a sudden 
heave he climbed aboard, wiped the water film from 
his eyes with a slow paw and lay there staring at 
Andy, while the log rocked gently beneath his weight. 

“TI wish he’d say something,” Andy thought. 
“He gets me nervous, staring like that.” And she 
said aloud, 

“‘T don’t know where you want to go, but I’m 
sure this boat doesn’t go there. I don’t think you 
have any business to come on board without asking.” 


“T hope we don’t 
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The turtle merely gulped, blinking his gold-rimmed 
eyes. He opened his mouth, shut it again, stretched 
out a leathery neck and hitched himself a little 
farther along the deck. 

“Very well,” Andy thought. ‘“‘We’ll see about 
that!”” She looked about her for a stick, but saw 
nothing at hand. Clinging tightly to the log, she 
drew up one foot under her skirt and waited. Pres- 
ently the turtle moved again. ‘“‘ You would, would 
you?” said Andy. She shut her eyes tightly and 
gave a resolute kick. It caught the turtle right on 
the edge of his shell; he lost his balance, slid off 
into the water and immediately sank from view. 

This incident did much towards establishing 
Andy’s self-confidence. She felt that she could now 
deal with any situation simply and with dignity. 

No one else attempted to board the vessel, which 
kept steadily on its way, with Andy seated com- 
fortably amidships. The river was certainly a very 
long one; in fact there seemed, so far as Andy could 
make out, no end to it, and no prospect of any end. 

Rivers, however, can do many strange and unex- 
pected things in their course, as Andy was soon to 
learn. For as she sat, very pleased that she was 
now able to keep her balance gracefully and not 
above showing off a little to whoever might happen 
to be observing her from the bank, she heard, not 
very far ahead, a strange and most disturbing roar. 
And immediately the boat, like a dog that hears 
a familiar whistle, seemed to give a little frisk and 
hasten its pace. It was surely going faster; there 
could be no doubt about that; the stones and bushes 
began to fly past at a fearful rate, strong currents 
swept the craft this way and that. Soon it was 
turning and twisting at such speed that Andromeda 
became dizzy. 

“I shall be seasick!” she thought. If she had 
only known how, she probably would have been, but 
there was no time, it seemed, even for that; the log 
dipped and swayed, great waves swept over her and 






























































































she was very nearly washed away. The roaring 
grew louder; they were approaching the rapids, and 
at a turn in the stream Andy could see them before 
her, a foaming mass of water swirling between the 
rocks. In another moment undoubtedly she would 
have been dashed to pieces, but just as she was 
frantic with terror, and all hope seemed lost, she 
heard, above the noise of the waters, a voice calling 
out, “Jump, Andy! Jump!” 

She was at that instant approaching a point where 
the river narrowed and the current ran strongly 
between two jutting rocks. There was barely room 
for the log to pass; for the fraction of a second it 
caught and hung there and in that instant, shutting 
her eyes and trusting to chance, for there was no 
time to choose, Andy obeyed blindly and flung her- 
self forward. To tell the truth it was a pretty poor 
jump at that; in her excitement she missed the rock 
by at least half an inch, but strong hands seized her 
and she was dragged, safe and sound, to shore. 

As for the log, it continued its journey and pres- 
ently fell, with a loud plop, right over the edge of 
the cataract. 













































CHAPTER IX 
THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER AGAIN 


To be rescued once, unexpectedly, is an adventure; 
to be rescued the second time and by the same per- 
son may be called a coincidence, and this was per- 
haps the word that Andy was trying to remember 
as she lay on her back on the rock, her arms stretched 
out stiffly on either side, while the stranger sprinkled 
water on her face from a flower cup. 

“Co—co—” she murmured dreamily, going 
through the alphabet in her mind as well as she 
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could remember it. 
—co——”’ 

“What are you trying to say?” asked her rescuer 
in a puzzled voice. 

Andy sat up, fully restored by now, though most 
of the water had gone down the back of her neck. 

“IT was trying to think of a word,” she explained. 
“It means one thing coming on top of another.” 

““A collision!’’ he suggested helpfully. 

““No.” 

“An earthquake?’”’ 

“No!” said Andy. “Certainly not! It isn’t that 
at all. It’s something much more—more—anyway 
it doesn’t matter! What I mean to say is, isn’t it 
wonderful how things happen? J think it’s wonder- 
ful! To think,” she went on, waving her arms about 
excitedly, ‘to think that you should actually have 
been here and I should be there—”’ 


“You'll be there again if you aren’t careful!”’ 
observed the stranger, seizing her hastily by the 
waistband just as she was about to topple backwards 
off the rock into the water. 


Feeling slightly snubbed by this remark, Andy 
was silent for a moment, watching her rescuer while 
he collected twigs and leaves for a fire, which he 
lighted deftly with a match extracted from his boot. 
Certainly she would have recognized him again any- 
where, in spite of his mask, or perhaps because of 
it—she could not be quite sure which. For the rest, 
he had thrown off his purple cloak, which he gallantly 
wrapped around her, and now stood attired simply 
and elegantly in vermilion breeches and a ruffled 
shirt of blue satin, a most becoming and gentle- 
manly costume in Andy’s opinion. The fire flamed 


“* Co—ib—co-ac—co-ed—co-og 


up; he made a gesture to her to draw near, which 
she did, and sat drying her wet skirts at the blaze. 





[_ ss 
| ANDY FELT SLIGHTLY SNUBBED || 








June, 1927 


“Do you know I just adore camp fires and adven- 
tures and everything like that!’’ she said. ‘“‘Isn’t it 
funny how we both seem to like the same sort of 
things? I think it’s awfully funny.” 

The stranger made no answer. He was engaged 
in breaking pieces of twig across his knee. 

“What happened to your airship?”’ Andy asked. 

“It broke.” 

“Oh, what a pity!” she cried. ‘“‘Do you know 
I’ve thought of you so many times, flying about 
near the stars!” 

He stared at her. 

“What on earth did you do that for?” 

“Do what?” 

‘Fly about near the stars.”’ 

“T didn’t,” Andy explained. 
did!”’ 

“But I didn’t.” 

“IT didn’t say you had. I said I thought about 
you doing it. Did you never won- 
der,” she went on confusedly, for 
she felt herself getting more and 
more tangled up, “what became of 
me that evening after you flew 
away?” 

The stranger considered a mo- 
ment. 

“No,” he said. 

The conversation didn’t seem to 
be getting along very well, Andy 
thought, disappointedly. Perhaps 
he was sensitive on the subject of 
the airship. It was tactless of her 
to mention it, but how could she 
know? Maybe it had turned out 
like Eggie, and he just couldn’t bear 


“TI was saying you 
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to think about it. It was like a bond between them; 
each had their sorrows to bear in silence, and that 
made it all the more romantic. 

“It seems like fate!’’ she murmured in a hushed 
voice, clasping her hands but taking good care this 
time not to lose her balance again. 

“You know my name,” she remarked aloud, “but 
I don’t know yours, and that’s funny, isn’t it?”’ 

If her rescuer had any forthcomingness, Andy 
thought, he could not very well ignore this hint. 
He chose, however, to do so, and his reserve only 
served to confirm her theory that he must be of 
very high rank indeed, and anxious to conceal his 
identity for reasons of his own. But this did not 
daunt her. 

“It must be so thrilling,” she began again after 
a moment, “‘just to spend one’s life rescuing people! 
I suppose you rescue all kinds of people?” 

“Silly ones, mostly.” 

“Why?” 

“Because they usually need it,” he replied, and 
threw a fresh twig on the fire. 

Really he wasn’t very complimentary! Andy was 
willing to overlook his reserve, but this was another 
matter. She said stiffly, “‘I daresay you think I’m 
silly.” 

“‘T never thought about it,”’ returned the stranger. 

This was too much! Andy sprang to her feet, 
stamping with annoyance. “I don’t think you’re 
very p—p—polite about the people you rescue!”’ 
she exclaimed. ‘I can tell you I’m very well able 
to look after myself, and if you feel that way about 
me I shan’t stay here much longer!”’ 

“It would surprise me very much if you do,” he 
returned, gazing at her with a strange interest. 

“Why?” 

‘“‘Because,” he remarked, “‘you are standing right 
in the fire, and in another moment—” 

Andy gave a little squeak of dismay and jumped 
sideways, for just at that very instant she felt the 
flame hot against her legs. It was true; already 
her skirts were beginning to scorch. Thoroughly 
angry, she turned her back and began to march away. 

“It’s too bad!’ she thought, almost in tears. 

““We might have sat there comfort- 
ably talking, and he just had to be 
disagreeable and spoil everything. 
I won’t be rescued any more if it’s 
going to turn out like this every 
time. Really, I liked him better 
when he didn’t speak at all!” 

And she stumbled on through the 
bushes, paying no attention which 
way she went, feeling thoroughly 
unhappy and quite forgetting that 
she still had the stranger’s cloak 
wrapped around her. 

It was getting dusk now. 
Crickets were rasping, and occasion- 
ally a great beetle came booming 
and blundering across her path. 

(Continued on page 366) 






















































NCE 
along 
time 


ago there was 
a balloon man 
who lived in 
the top of a 


tree in the park. 
All day long he laughed 
and walked along the street, 













always stopped at the first 
store he saw, and bought 
something for his supper. 
That habit of his gave him very funny suppers. 
He believed in light suppers, associating 
with balloons as he did, and he didn’t believe 
in taking much trouble. He always bought 
just two things and he would not go to more 
than one store. 

So sometimes he would buy cream puffs and 
caramels, and sometimes blackberries and 
blueberries, and sometimes muffins and mush, 
and sometimes pickles and potato chips, 
according to the store he happened to see 
first. He thought it was fun. Whatever he 
bought, he put in his pocket and took with him. 
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THE BALLOON MAN 
WHO COULDN’T GET HOME 
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Then he went along the streets to the park, 
and through the park to his tree, which was 
the tallest and widest tree you ever saw. AS 
he went along he whistled gayly, and thought 
about the nice things that had happened that 
day. Heremembered all the pretty little girls 
and jolly little boys who had liked his balloons. 

And as he whistled, and 
as he remembered, his heart 
always got lighter and light- 
er and lighter, so that by the 
time he came to his tree, 
his heart was so light, that 
between it and his balloons, 
he floated right off the 
ground, up to the top of the 
tree, where there was a 
lovely little dark green hol- 
low in the leaves. Haven’t 
you seen them in tree tops? 











They look as 
though they 
would be so 
comfortable to 
lie down in, if 
only you weren’t 
so heavy. Well, 
the balloon man 
wasn’t so 
heavy, and he could, and he did. 

He always tied his balloons firmly to a 
branch, and then he ate his supper, whatever 
it was, and then he lay on his back in the 
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green leafy hollow, and looked at the stars 
scattered all over the sky, and he played on 
a mouth organ and was very happy. When 
he got sleepy, he curled up and went to sleep. 

In the mornings the birds woke him up with 
their singing, and then he untied his balloons 
from the branch and took half in each hand, 


and jumped off the tree. The balloons floated 
him quite gently along down to the ground. 
Then he started off to the street, to have his 
breakfast at a little lunch wagon, and to sell 
balloons for another day. 

But one night he couldn’t get back to his 
tree! I’ll tell you why. It had been a very 
hot, dusty, windy day, and everybody had 
been cross. When the balloon man started 
home, he couldn’t remember any nice things 
to remember at all. A little 
girl had stamped her feet 
because her mother had 
bought a green balloon in- 
stead of a blue one. A little 
boy had kicked another 
little boy because he said 
his balloon was the bigger. 
A brother and sister had 
popped their lovely red bal- 
loon into nothing at all, 
trying to get it away from 
each other, and then they 


had both cried. 
Those weren’t 
very nice things 
to remember. 
And none of the 
children had act- 
ed any better. 
And some of 
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the children he had met had acted worse! 

The balloon man felt rather cross himself, 
going along the street. He hadn’t laughed 
once all day and he usually laughed so much. 
He got crosser, thinking about it. 

Then the wind blew the balloons, and they 
all tried to get away, instead of floating 
calmly along with their master, as balloons 
should. They bobbed and twisted and bumped 
him on the head, till the balloon man really 
lost his temper. Then he made a mistake, 
and went into a hardware store to get his 
supper. 

Well, as I said, the balloon man simply did 
not believe in going into more than one store 
a day. So when 
he found he was 
in a hardware 
store, he felt 
crosser than 
ever. 

“T’ve heard 
people say they 
were mad 
enough to eat 



























nails,” he thought. “Give 
me two nails,” he said to 
the clerk. ‘“‘A big one, and 
a little one. No,” he said 
quickly, changing his mind, 
“T’ll take a little one, and 
a tack.” Putting them in 
his pocket, he went gloomily 
out into the dark. 

“Wouldn’t you know it 
would be like this?” he said 
to himself. “Just when I 
need a good supper to cheer 
meup!”’ And he frowned and looked very cross. 

He couldn’t see any stars at all when he 
got to the park. And his heart got heavier 
and heavier as he remembered how cross the 
children had been, every one. Then he found 
he couldn’t whistle! His mouth didn’t feel 
cheerful enough. 

So when he got to his tree, he didn’t float 





up into the air 
as he always 
had. Hisheels 
actually sank 
down in the 
ground in- 
stead. He 
took the nail 
and the tack 
out of his 
pocket and 
threw them 
away, but 
even that 
didn’t do any 
good. He 
seemed just as heavy as before. 

“How am I ever going to get home?”’ he 
thought, looking longingly at the green hol- 
low far above him. “Oh, I want to get home 
and go to sleep and forget all about every- 
thing!’ 

But his feet stayed firmly on the ground. 
His balloons bobbed and bobbed, for they 
wanted to get home, too. But they couldn’t 
lift the balloon man. 

Then he tried to climb the tree with his 
balloons. But he never had climbed, and 
the trunk was so big he couldn’t do it. All 
he did was to fall down on his nose. 

“T’ll never get home!”’ he said in a rage. 
He shook his balloons. ‘Pull hard, can’t 
you?”’ he said to them crossly. “I should 
think you could pull me up by yourselves 
this once.”’ 

So the balloons pulled hard, and snap! All 
at once their strings broke, and the balloons 
blew off into the wind, every way at once, 
and the balloon man sat down suddenly on 
the ground. 

“Oh!” he said. He threw himself back on 
the grass with his head in his arms. ‘‘Now 
I’ve lost everything! My balloons, and my 
temper, and my supper, and I can’t get home!”’ 
And he tore up the grass by the roots in his 
despair. 

“Now, whatever is the use of acting like 
that?” said an owl, flying down beside him. 
“Tt’s so silly.” 

“It is not silly,” said the balloon man. 
“TI haven’t any balloons or home or any- 
thing. It’s been a terrible day.” 
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“Let’s start out and find your balloons,” 
said the owl. 

“T could never find them,” said the balloon 
man. “They’re scattered every which way.” 

“You didn’t whistle, coming home,” said 
the owl. “That’s what’s the matter. Try 
whistling now.” 

“T don’t want to,” said the balloon man. 
“T want to feel sorry for myself.” 

“Why should you feel sorry for yourself?”’ 
said the owl. “It’s been all your own fault, 
everything that’s happened. Just because 
you got cross. That’s why you can’t get 
home. That’s why you lost your balloons—”’ 

“Don’t lecture!”” said the balloon man 
sulkily. But just the same he knew what 
the owl said was quite true. 

“You try whistling,’ said the owl. 

The balloon man sat up. At first he could 
not make his mouth into a whistle at all. But 
at last he made a funny, tiny sound, and then 
a queer little whistle—so queer that he would 
have laughed if he hadn’t felt so cross. 

“That’s all right,” said the owl. “Try 
again.” 

The balloon man whistled again, and this 
time it was better. ‘“‘Don’t you think that’s 
better?’ he asked the owl. He began to 
whistle a tune. 

As he whistled, he felt not so cross. “‘How 
could I feel cross about nails for my supper?’’ 
he said. “That was funny!” And all at 
once he laughed aloud. 

“That’s the way,” said the owl approvingly. 
“Now we'll get you home. The first thing to 
do is to fly around and find your balloons.”’ 

“T can’t fly,”’ said the balloon man. 

“*“li xen 
hurry, it’s fly- 
ing around,” 
said the owl. 
‘“Let’s see 
who can find 
the most bal- 
loons. It’sa 
game. Be 
back at the 
tree at moon- 
rise.” 

“All right,” 
said the bal- 
loon man. 


9? 





(Continued on page 372) 
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Little clothes get soiled so easily! 
Wouldn’t mother welcome extra washing help? 


Playing and romping is great fun for 


the kiddies. Even if clothes don’t stay 
clean for long—little girls don’t mind! 

But how about mother? She is apt 
to take it more seriously. Here, partic- 
ularly, she needs the extra help of 
Fels-Naptha to get little dresses and 
rompers and stockings clean again! 

In Fels-Naptha she gets unusually 
good soap and plenty of dirt-loosening 
naptha. Joining hands, working to- 
gether these two active, gentle cleaners 
make clothes cleaner more quickly, more 
easily than she'd hardly expect any 


other soap to do! 


Naturally, it means a lot to mother 
to see Fels-Naptha loosen ground-in 
dirt so thoroughly and safely. And 
make the little clothes so sweetly clean 
and wholesome. 

But to have the extra advantage of 
saving her bodily strength, means a 
great deal more. She finds that the 
extra help of Fels-Naptha is worth many 
times a penny or so more a week! Every 
mother should get a Golden Bar from 
her grocer and prove to herself its 


extra helpfulness! @ Fels & Co. 


FELS-NAPTHA 


THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR 
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G) RIGHT-ABOUT RHYMES GY, 


by Rebecca M*Cann 


LITTLE GRACE POOLE 


RE was a little girl 


And her name was Grace 
Poole. 


She just never could 
Pay attention in school. 


While the others were learning 
Their lessons each day, 

Grace Poole sat there dreaming 
The hours away. 


When the teacher said, ‘‘Grace, 
You may stand now and read,”’ 
Grace simply looked foolish 
And paid her no heed. 


She gazed at the ceiling 

With wide, vacant eye, 

And thought, ‘“‘Oh, what fun 
If I only could fly! 


“I'd fly to the window 

And out in the air, 

And the people below 

Would all point up and stare. 


“I'd wave at my friends 

As I floated about, 

But I wouldn’t come down 
Till I knew school was out.”’ 


So Grace sat and thought 

Of these marvelous actions 

While getting low marks y 2's 

In her spelling and fractions. 
Jp > 


She soon went to sleep Liddle Oaso 
And she saw in her dream 

A little soft cloud 

Just like fluffy whipped cream. 


And ‘‘Whee!’’ thought young 
Grace, 


‘*There’s a nice place to jump,”’ 
When, bang! . . . on the floor 
She awoke with a thump. 


The children all giggled 

As Grace said aloud, 

While she gasped with surprise, 
“‘That’s a pretty hard cloud!”’ 


And ever since then 

Grace has listened in school, 
And has tried not to dream— 
As a general rule. 
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( Ve f Moe oat CORRLOR LU] Onan 
OT TSE Osa ALLL A jy pearls 
Pass into nothingness 


ICuer ky for all Gift 


Occasions 


(Genuine Oriental Pearls) 


THE exquisite beauty of 
Add-a-pearls (genuine 
oriental pearls) will 
delight the heart of 
every little girl. An 
A dd-a-pearl necklace, or 
pearls to add to one, is 
the gift above all others 
which every little girl 
dreams of having some 
day. Anecklace of gen- 
uine Oriental pearls for 
her very own! 


To Father and Mother 


Why not start an 
A dd-a-pearl necklace for 
your little girl this year? 
No other gift for her 
Birthday, or any gift oc- 
casion, will give as much 
pleasure. You may pay 
as much or as little as you 
wish for the initial neck- 
lace and then add pearls 
toit whenever you desire. 
Makeyour little girl hap- 
py with an Add-a-pearl 
Necklace— “the gift that 
lives and grows.” 


Ask your Jeweler 


THE ADD-A-PEARL CO. 
Chicago 
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CAMP NEECARNIS 


ON beautiful Big Star Lake, Michigan. Pine groves, 
high well drained site, invigorating air, no pests. 
College trained counsellors, nurse. All desirable land 
and water sports, horses, crafts, modern buildings and 
equipment, highest references. Carefully selected 
limited membership, ages 8 to 18. Season June 30 to 
August 25th. 


Write for illustrated catalog 


MISS EDITH C. HOLT 
39 Fitch Place S. E. Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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CAMP 
for BOY: 
AIRWOOD <tc: 
STH SEASON 
is located on Torch Lake, Michigan, near 
Charlevoix, in the famous Traverse Bay region. 
Camp Fairwood accepts recommended boys 8 to 16 
years of age. Younger boys given individual care 
in special quarters. Resident physician supervises 
recreation and health. 
Food and sanitation unexcelled. 
Illustrated booklet free on request 


Address: 
Mr. and Mrs. M. F. Eder, 5621 Belmont Ave., Cincinnati 





Off for A 
| Treasure Hunt at 
Stone Hill Camp 
For Girls 


A wonderful sum- 
mer awaits you at 
Stone Hill Camp for 
Girls, the Log Cabin 
Camp located high 
| and North in Wiscon- 
; sin on 300 lake shore 
acres. 

Daily riding on 
Western saddle horses 
that go. 

Tennis on correctly 
constructed clay 
courts. 

And, of course, every other camp feature of merit, 
such as swimming, diving, canoeing, dancing, riflery, 
archery, jewelry-making and printing. 

Our illustrated catalog is free. May we send it 

to you? 


STONE HILL CAMP 


For Girls 


Marshall Field Annex Building 
Chicago 








See school directory page 358 




















“CAMPING WITH A PURPOSE” 


By H. W. GIBSON, M. H. 
National President of the Camp Directors Associatson 


D* WILLIAM G. VINAL, a very promi- 
nent educator, has stated that ‘‘the 
organized camp was the missing link in 
education.’’ Institutionalized education 
has left the summer void. There is a wide 
gap between school seasons which must be 
bridged in order to save boys and girls 
from the devitalizing results of the misuse 
of summer leisure and hectic amusement. 


If America ever adopts a patron saint, 
it will be Saint Vitus. Nervous thrills 
and excitement, is the goal of too many 
people. Boys and girls are caught in this 
swirl until you have the pathetic sight of 
mere children aping the antics, dress and 
language of pleasure-loving adults. The 
summer camp is the saviour of these future 
men and women. Last summer more than 
one million boys and girts were taken 
away from this unnatural environment and 
enrolled in the six thousand camps now 
conducted by numerous organizations and 
in those privately owned. 


A good camp has for its objectives the 


following: health giving—nature acquaint- 
ance—wholesome fun—social adjustment 
—self-reliance—joy of achievement—leader- 
ship songs, Ipmnen service—religious 


worship and character making. This is 
the measuring rod to be applied to a 
worth-while summer camp. In such a 
camp boys and girls are not only carefully 

rotected from unwholesome influences, 
Ge are exposed to a program that stimu- 
lates the creative imagination, and majors 
on citizenship and character building. 


A good camp is built around personality 
and not equipment. Parents are becomin 
more alert in their selection of camps <a 
believe that they should investigate the 
character of the camp director and those 
associated with him, with as much care as 
camp directors investigate parents and 
prospective campers. Angelo Patri re- 
cently said, “if you can’t send your child 
to a good camp, don’t send him at all.”’ 
By good, is meant a camp that has character 
value, not simply financial value; where 
educational ideals and high moral pur- 
poses dominate; and where the spirit of 
helpfulness and not the spirit of com- 
mercialism, is the summum bonum of the 
camp's existence. 


Camps of this character are building the 
bridges over which children may safely 
pass from one school season to another 
school season, and be able to live the 
sweet, wholesome, and unscarred life of 
childhood. 





HOUSE OF THREE BEARS 
Boys and girls 1 to 9 
Tomahawk Lake, Wisconsin 
Beautiful play life. 1700 feet abovesea 
level. 30 acres of land, sand beach, log 
cabin homes, modern sanitation, Coun- 


cilor for every four children. Directors 
graduates of National Kindergarten and 
Elementary College. Catalog upon re- 


quest. miRS. CHARLES LLOYD 
2026 Colfax St. Evanston, Illinois 





Top o’ the World Camp 
A farm camp near Bay View and Petoskey, Mich- 
igan. 800 feet above sea level in ozone region of 
northern Michigan. City water fromadeep well. 
All farm attractions. Three mothers among the 
councilors. Twenty girls from 12-16. Small group 
8-12. No long hikes. Trips by camp autos. 


For information address 


Top o’ the World Camp, Coes, Michigan 
Mr. & Mrs. G. H. Leavenworth, Managers 













Minne-Wonka 
FOR BOYS 
Three Lakes, Wis. 


Midgets, 9 to 11, separate 
fiom main camp. Juniors 
12to14; Seniors, 15to 17. 
Completely equipped; spe- 
cialists for camp-craft; phy- 
sician and nurse on grounds. 


Complete information on 
request 


Dr. F. H. EWERHARDT 
Barnes Hospital St. Louis, Missouri 





CAMP ELLENOR 


FOR GIRLS 
On Beautiful Paw Paw Lake, Michigan 


We limit our 

enrollment to $ 00 
thirty-five girls. — 
Season 8 weeks. 


All camp activities under the direc- 
tion of graduate counsellors. 
Write for illustrated folder. 


ELLA FOX, Director 
5655 S. Peoria Street Chicago, Ill. 





KUM-AGEN KAMP 
A Camp for Girls. Juniper Beach, Mears,Mich. 


A summer Camp among the pines and junipers of 
Northern Michigan, is limited to fifty girls 8 to 16 
yearsofage. Thereareexcellent facilities for Water 
jportsand Athletics, Tennis, Horses,Fishing, Mother 
and Daughter Week and hiking trips and many 
other interesting features. Illustrated Booklet sent 





upon request. Address, Luthera Seymour, 5745 
Dorchester Ave., Chicago, Ill., Phone Midway 7678. 


on Camp for Girls. In the high hills 
K A of southern New York, 1600 feet 
elevation—Farm of 115 Acres for 


fun and frolic. Arts and Crafts—Dramatics. Al Jland 
sports and water sports. Hiking, Swimming, Basket 
Ball, Canoeing, Tennis, Aquaplaning, Archery. 

Address: Miss M. R. Winans 243 Adelphi St. Brooklyn.N.Y. 
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The Camp of Happy Days 
Tutoring. Nutrition Expert, Resident Pl N ES 
~~ or girls for another 
book of pictures. 


< 


0 & 


ga 


30YS AND GIRLS 








Most interesting booklet on Reed, Raffia, 

Aurora Cone, Plastocrait, weaving, Hook 

Rug Making, Painting, Decorating. 

Do not fail to send for our CREATIVE 

HANDICRAFT BOOKLET. 

It will be of distinct help to you this 

summer. Price 15 cents. 

AMERICAN REEDCRAFT CORP. 
130-32 Beekman St., Dept. C. 

New York, N. Y. 


For Girls 
Sixth Season. Northeastern Michigan by Lake 
Huron. Canoeing, Swimming, Tennis, Horseback 
Riding, Crafts, Nature Study, ete. Limited to 
Fifty. Close personal contact between every girl 
and the director. Fees moderate. Booklet on 
request. Staff complete. 


Ww I N N I D A Y for Children 
Located at Southampton, Long Island, 
on a fresh-water lake near the sea. 
Fresh and salt water bathing, Canoe- 
ing, Riding, Athletics, Handicraft, 
Montessori School for the Young. 
i" Nurse. A ! 4 
An ideal summer home for chil- camp planne 
dren. Resident and day members. Send for booklet. for creative rest- 
Miss Adeline M. Tipple N. Y. C. Telephone 
Southampton, Long Island Dry Dock 0186 fulness through 
ee —— work and play 
CAMP FENIMORE wate eon 
rected to fit our 
On Beautiful LAKE OTSEGO, ; 
Cooperstown. N. Y. winter of school 
Asmall, exclusive Riding camp : sare 
for a limited number ot desirable girls, 6 to 12, from andsocialactiv ity 
cultured, Christian homes. All camp activities, Booklet sent on request 
carefully adapted to the age of the girl. Write for 
Mrs. Henry Payson Dowst 
Winth Mai 


MRS. GEORGE R. SWAIN 
713 E. University Ave., Ann Arbor, Michigan. 


Camp Bryn Afon 


FOR GIRLS 
Land o’ Lakes 
ROOSEVELT, WISCONSIN 


Tenth Season 


Private Lake. Screened Sleeping Bunga- 

lows with hardwood floors. Craft Studio. 

Special Dining Room for Juniors. All Land 

and Water oo ao Saddle Horses. 
t 


THE GUELOFIAN CAMP 
On famous old Cape Cod 
For Mothers and Daughters 


A camp unique, cheer- 
ful, homelike. Enter- 
tainment and recrea- 
tion; sports, horseback- 
riding, and swimming; weekly 
excursions. You and your 
daughter will appreciate our ex- 
pert chef and the comforts of 


modern sanitation. Riding taug 


Papooses, 6-12 
Juniors, 13-22 
Seniors, over 23 
Booklet 
Lady Katherine L. Guelofian 


by a West Point Graduate. 
Camp Physician, Trained Nurse and Dieti- 
tian. Staff of 30 College Women. References 


required. Booklet— 


LOTTA I. BROADBRIDGE 
The Palms 


Trure Cape Cod 1010 Jefferson Ave. Detroit, Mich. 


Mrs. Clifford A. Braider, 114 E. 22nd St. N. Y. 
sports, riding, fishing, boating, hiking, handi- 
Lake, Michigan. Ages 6 to 15. 
(Truro) Mass. 
_SCHOOL, WOODSTOCK, ILL. 


Also Companion Camp for Boys 
“Stick 
x r Together’) 
CAMP TON-KA-WA | 
on Lake Chautauqua, N. Y. 
Limited to 75 boys, ages 6 to 18. 1500-ft. 
elevation. For Junior and Senior Boys. 
Splendidly equipped. Water sports, land 
craft. Highmoralinfluence. Personal super- 
vision Director and Mrs. Nyenhuis. Write 
for illustrated Booklet. 
J. H. NYENHUIS, Box 3606, Williamsville, N. Y. 
for boys. 16th year. Portage 
Excellent table. Hourly over- 
sight. Safeswimming, “Sea 
Scouts,’’ Boat Building, All sports. 
Expert coaches. References re- 
quired. CATALOG. Address 
Noble Hill, Box L, TODD 
in MAINE 
For children of retarded development. 
Catalog from 
MISS AGNES H. LAWRENCE 
Chestnut Hill Philadelphia, Pa. 


TILTON 
N. H. 


CAMP BAY STAT 


For Boys 9—18 Box 48 S, Morganville, N. J. 
Trips to all points of interest in the White Mts., . 
and Lakes in N. H. featured. Sports. Woodcraft Boys and girls age 6 to 14, excellent 
Circle. Rifle Range. Nature-Study. Every boy care. 


learns toswim. 8 weeks. Write for booklet. 70 acres, 35 miles from New 
Mr. and Mrs. T. F. BALLAM York City. Rates $150. From July 
28 Peirce Street Arlington Hts., Mass. Ist to Sept. Ist, no extras. Booklet. 





CHIMNEY CORNER 


ORANGE, MASS. 


Junior E eers, 9 to 12. For the boy who loves to 
dream and longs to build. 1927 projects: a pasture 
railroad, dam, and cantilever bridge. 

$200 pays all costs, including transportation from 150 
mile radius; several excursions. 

— from Josephine Frye Phillips, Orange, 


MON-O-MOY 7*¢SeeSomrs CAMP ALGONQUIN 
EAST BREWSTER, MASS. 


CAPE COD Asquam Lake, Holderness, N. H. 
Superb bathing, sailing, canoeing, deep gea fish- A Cyurpose, who want that trainisg which, will 
; 5) 8. . iS. 7 : s ; 
Tutoring. Camp Mother. Nutrition classes for — — to — in schoo) work and in athletics. 
underweights. Senior, Intermediate, Junior mie ia. and nature study, 
Camps. Each Camp limited to 36 Boys. Booklet. ” noun © MERITTE, A.8 

HARRIMAN L. DODD e , A. B. 
Worcester Academy, Worcester, Mass. 1404 Raleigh Ave. Norfolk, Va. 








Orchard Hill Camp for Children 


ON THE BEAUTIFUL FOX RIVER, FORTY MILES WEST OF CHICAGO 
UNIQUE camp planned exclusively for 
the younger children. Limited enroll- 


ment. Girls three to fourteen, boys three to ten. 


Illustrated booklet of information sent on request 
Address: DR. EDITH B. LOWRY, Director 
ORCHARD HILL CAMP FOR CHILDREN, - - 


St. Charles, Ill. 
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Have you a 
child to educate? 


You can teach your child yourself right in 
your own home easily and satisfactorily. 


Thousands of children in this country and 
abroad are being educated by the Calvert 
unique correspondence method. Courses from 
pre-school years to high school. The head- 
quarters in Maktianens supply the instructions, 
furnish all books and materials, guide, correct 
and grade the work. 


Operated on the most advanced methods of 
child education, the courses are the same as 
those given in the famous Calvert Day School 
in Baltimore. Write for free 
booklet. Address the 


| Calvert School 


Founded 1897 


240 West 40th Street 
Baltimore, Md. 


Mrs. Burt's SCHOOL > 


For Tiny Tots (4 to 12 years) 


SPEC IALIZED care for young 
children. Wide shaded lawns, 
swings, see-saws, sandpiles, etc. 
Supervised outdoor play among 
happy little companions. Sound 
education, music, dancing, thor- 
ough training. Experienced physi- 
cian and nurse. 


MRS, M. L. BURT 

1120 Constant Avenue 

Peekskill, New York 
Telephone: Peekskill, 1139 


HORPE BOYS 


Is son or daughter 
going to college? 


I you are eager to find a 
good school which thor- 
oughly prepares for the best 
colleges, we shall be glad to 
give you the benefit of our 
investigations of schoolsand 
their results in college prep- 
aration. Ofcoursesomeare 
better than others. Just 
write toDoraL. Van Alstine, 
CHILD LIFE Bureau of 
Education, 270 Madison 
Avenue, New York, and 
information will be sent you 


promptly. 





THE SHERWOOD SCHOOL 


For Children 

Kindergarten to high school. Day and boarding 
pupils, resident. teachers, playground and beach. 
Open the year around. Separate school for girls. 
Best of home care and training. Fall term begins 
September 6th. 

Address The Principals 

5025 Sheridan Road Chicago, Il. 


' 6tol5 years. “Every morning a call to better things’’—Character ——, 
A fully ycAceredited” Academy on Lake, 45 minutes north of Chicago. Small 
classes. ee Tutoring system. Seonmntbatio happy home care. Athletics, 


Ponies, Skati 


g- Semi-military. Uniforms. Limited enrollment. References required. 


For CA ‘TALOG address: Thorpe Academy, Box 32, LAKE FOREST, ILL. Telephone: 


Lake Forest 671. Also Camp. 


A progressive all-day 

Ki school for children, 4-12. 
on BERTHA M. BENTLEY 
BENTLEY Director P 

SCHOOL 145 west 78th st. New York 


MERRICOURT 


Just the place for young children 


a year-round school and home for little childre 1 3 

10. Outdoor life, large play lawns, gardens, 
saperitied play. Kindergarten, elementary grades, 
tutoring. Parental care. Booklet 


Rev. John H. Kingsbury, M.A., Berlin, Conn. 
Mrs. Ruth Beardslee Kingsbury, B.A., 
Mt. Holyoke 


NOBLE SCHOOL 


Boarding School for Girls 
from 6 to 14 


KATHLEEN NOBLE JEROME 


Principal 
White Plains New York 


SPRING HILL 


A Modern Progressive Country Boarding School 
For boys and girls from 6 to 12 years 

60 acres. 1100 ft. abovesealevel. 100 miles from 

New York. Small group. Healthful surroundings. 

Outdoor Life. Catalog on request. 


Mrs. William Spinney, Miss Dorothy Bull 
Litchfield, Connecticut 


Kelvin School 


331 West 70th Street, New York 
23rd year. A limited private high school for 
boys. Thorough preparation for all colleges. Small 
groups and individual instruction. Board and 
regents examinations a specialty. Catalog. 
G. A. L. DIONNE, Headmaster 


SOLVE YOUR SCHOOL OR CAMP PROBLEM 


BY WRITING TO THE 


CHILD LIFE BUREAU OF EDUCATION 


DORA L. VAN ALSTINE, Director 
I am interested in School O Camp 0 
Name of Parent 


Address 


Location prefered 


Approximate Tuition 


270 Madison Avenue, New York 


Special features: (Activities emphasized in camp; college preparatory, fin- 


ishing, snilitary: Or $UnIOe GENOOL, CLC): << sicsscicus ocess spodacnseceveeeeeee 
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Find a farmer, a bunny 
and a goat 
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L Mothers— 


Here’s underwear comfort for your children 


OOL, lightweight, proper-fitting, non-irritating—Minneapolis “M” 
Garments make summer heat less annoying for the little ones. 
Union suits of sheer, soft-textured woven fabrics—also of porous light- 
weight knitted fabrics—in pleasing styles for 
both boys and girls. And there’s a new 
addition to the Minneapolis “M” line— 


fe Rayon Garments 


Pretty little vests, bloomers and 
combinations ‘“‘just like mothers’ ’—in 
fine quality silky rayon fabric—white, 
peach and flesh, sizes 2 to 16. Espe- 
cially delightful for summer wear. 

Remember the ‘‘M”’ trade- 
mark is a certainty of satisfac- 
tion in all underwear and sleep- 
ing garment needs of children 
from birth to sixteen. Ask for 
Minneapolis ‘‘M*’ Garments at 
your Dry Goods Store. 


Write us if they do not 
have the style you want 


Minneapolis Knitting Works 


Minneapolis, Minn. 


MMA 
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It was the Last Day of School and Dick’s birthday. 
So the chums celebrated in the back yard with 
Almost-the-Greatest-Show-on Earth. Dick got in 
free, but the others paid two cents each. 


Ted, the clown, was a star performer—and so were 
the others. Betsy Ann had a Chip on her shoulder 
and how he barked during his dizzy ride on the 
apple tree swing! 


The applause went to Chip’s head, so he stood on 


it and then jumped through a red hoop! And no 


one noticed the neighbor’s Billy Goat peering over 
the fence. 


Then it was Mother’s act. 
the others and—best of all 


But Billy wanted to be noticed. So he decided 
to run over and make a hit, too. He did—and 
the poor clown landed in a soft spot under the 


She brought out a rope and a tin can for Billy, pink lemonade an’ everything for 
—an invitation for Chip’s chums to go to the seaside next month. 
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June Time is Daisy 
and Strawberry Time 
Ww your “CRAYOLA” 


crayons you can make 
the Daisy Ladies and the Strawberry Man smile 
even more than they do now. 


Try changing one Lady into a Yellow Daisy 
and the other into a Black-Eyed Susan. Use 
| your yellow “CRAYOLA” crayon for 
RATA, the petals of one and a light brown 
NE crayon for the petals of the other. 
Then color both their faces a dark 

brown. 
The Strawberry Man will look happy 
colored a nice bright red and green. You 
will find just the right colors in your box of 

Eight Colors—10c “CRAYOLA” crayons. 


BINNEY & SMITH Co. 


41 East 4274 Street New York, N.Y 
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UNE! What does that 
word make you think of? 


Vacation? To be sure! Author of “Cook 
It’s really much too easy to be Cook Boo: 
aregular riddle. Of course, we 


think of flowers—they are so beautiful this first 
month of summer. All the roses and lilies and 
blooming shrubs make the out-of-doors smell so 
sweet and fragrant. And we think of porches be- 
cause we love to sit on the porch, morning, noon or 
evening. And picnics—we just adore picnics; and 
oh, so many delightful things come to mind the 
minute anyone says “June!” But first of all the 
lovely things, we think, “‘ Vacation,”’ because in vaca- 
tion we can do all the things we haven’t time for the 
rest of the year. 

Most important of all those is cooking. We never 
do have enough time to cook during school days; 
there always seem to be so many other things to do 
in the very little time there is. But in vacation! 
We’re going to take out all our recipes and cook each 
one once; the favorites we will do many times. 
Then we’re going to read in the magazines about 
food and cooking—advertisements and all; a cook 
can learn so much that way and get a lot of new 
recipes, too. (But never put a recipe in your note- 
book or card catalog until you have tried it and are 
sure it is as good as it sounds.) Then we are going 
to ask Mother to let us have some regular duty such 
as getting luncheon on the day Cook is out, or making 
salad or dessert on that day. Or if Mother does the 
cooking, we’ll ask her to let us do a whole 
meal once each week, so that she can have 
a little vacation herself. You see, we’re 
just full of good resolutions for the summer 
—it almost seems like New Year’s Day. 

Just as we had that much written, what 
do you suppose happened? The postman 
brought a letter which 
said, “There is no use 
in my belonging to the 
Child Life Kitchen, for 
our cook doesn’t like a 
muss in our kitchen. 
I can’t ever cook.” 
Now can you imagine 
that? Of course, Cook 
doesn’t like a muss in 
her kitchen; Mother 
doesn’t either; we 
don’t either; nobody 
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NUT BREAD 


By CLARA INGRAM JUDSON 


Without Mother's Help,” 
ewing Without Mother's Help,” 
Tan and Jerry, Detectors,” etc. 
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does. Musses are not nice, 
polite things to have around 
anywhere. But Child Life 
cooks don’t make musses. Or, 
if they do, they make such tiny 
little musses and clean them up so very quickly 
that they aren’t even noticed—hardly. That’s the 
very first rule of our kitchen. If we observe that 
rule very, very strictly, we are sure to be popular in 
our family; while if we don’t—well, we just do, 
that’s all there is to it! 

“But how can you cook without a muss? Tell 
me that and I’ll be a cook,” says one of the new- 
comers in the Child Life family. That’s easy. No 
doubt we ought to tell it every month, for there are 
always some newcomers, but we get so very busy 
cooking we forget sometimes. 

To be a tidy cook: Get out all ingredients and 
utensils before you begin the actual cooking. 

Measure everything carefully and take time to be 
neat. 

If you think you may spill, spread a clean paper on 
the floor and gather it up as soon as you have 
finished. 

Wash all utensils the first thing after you have 
finished cooking. 

Put away all supplies neatly and where you found 
them. 

Wash the table and sink and brush up the floor. 

Just six rules, each very easy to follow, but they 
make all the difference in the world in your welcome 
in Mother’s or Cook’s kitchen. Just try 
and see! 

But, dear me! It’s high time we got to 
work at our lesson. 

We’re making nut bread to-day. We 
wanted to do something you really bake; 
we wanted something that’s delicious for 
a summer luncheon or 
dinner and something 
we could take on a 
picnic—nut bread is 
all that, so you see it’s 
a very important food 
to learn to do well. 

Get out a bread pan 
(pound size) and 
grease it generously. 
Get out a mixing bowl, 
a flour sifter, a plate, 
a mixing spoon, a 
(Continued on page 366) 
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ef SrventEENTH CENTURY GUIDE 





Rand MONally Auto Road Maps 
are the most widely used in Amer- 
ica. There is one for each state, 
showing roads, with road markings, 
condition, type of pavement, 
turns, curves, and crossings. Popu- 
lations of cities and towns are 
given, with an index in the margin. 
Each map is folded in a booklet 
containing detailed and up-to-date 
city maps, with the latest hotel 
and garage information, motor 
laws, etc. Obtainable at leading 
booksellers’, stationers’, drug stores 
and news stands. Write for de- 
scriptive booklets 


Rand MCNally Maps 
jor every purpose 


School Maps Climatic Maps 
Auto Road Maps Economic Maps 
Political Maps Linguistic Maps 
Commercial Maps Historica! Maps 
Radio Maps Mileage Maps 
Population Maps City Guide Maps 


to the city of Bonn 


A COMBINATION of map and bird’s-eye 
view is this seventeenth-century guide 
to the city of Bonn and its environs. 
It is an exquisite piece of patient 
draftsmanship. But the subject was 
hardly a difficult one for the map 
maker to render. 


He found it no great task to collect 
his data. He was, in all probability, 
a native of the town and knew by heart 
every house and tree and stone. 

More than that, he had known them, 
just as he has represented them here, 
ever since he was a child. For not a 
dozen changes had taken place in the 
town for perhaps a century. 

Today, and on our more energetic 
continent, what a difference! 

No matter how restricted the area in 
question, changes are continually tak- 
ing place. A map becomes out of date 
in a very short time. 

Thus Rand MCNally & Company, in 
its various maps, must make some two 


hundred thousand changes annually to 
keep them accurate. 


In Rand M¢Nally Auto Road Maps, 
each new marking of highways, each 
change in type of pavement, the open- 
ing of a shorter, better route, new hotels 
and garages in towns along the way— 
these must be recorded, that the motor- 
ist may have a safe, unfailing guide. 

In the Rand M¢€Nally Commercial 
Atlas and business map systems, growth 
and shifts of population and industry 
must be indicated from year to year. 


In Rand MC€Nally Indexed Pocket 
Maps close account must be made of 
every change in cities and towns, rail- 
way and interurban routes, post offices 
and telegraph stations. Changes are 
shown in banking towns, prepaid freight 
stations and express stations. 

Rand M€Nally Maps, Globes and 
Atlases are always scientific, accurate, 
up to date. Obtainable at leading 
booksellers’ and stationers’, or direct. 


IRAND ME&NALLY & GOMPANY 


Map Headquarters 


Dept. M-5 


536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 
Washington 


San Francisco 


270 Madison Avenue, New York 
Los Angeles 








June, 1927 CHILD LIFE 365 


bya’ ‘ | 
i vs Mier 


lf) nal) 
\ 


N : 
) Weg 


o; 


; ab 


Y 


tH 





iy 

Ni 

ie |} 

iN. y / a ° | 

SARS = NEO Lies WINTS : 
NUMBER THIRTY-NINE 

Dear Children: Read about me on page 367, then age and address with the page you color. The 
tell my name and color me in my really truly two best pages and answers by a girl win a prize, 
colors. Mail me so I'll reach Ruth Bradford, and so do the two best pages and answers by a boy. 
CHILD LIFE, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, IIl., The names of the boys and girls who do the next 


before June 12. Be sure to send your name and best pages and answers are listed on our Honor Roll. 
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Do You Know Where 
They Are 
Those Kiddies of Yours? 


ITTLE Bobby or Jane—do you know your little one is not in 
some childish but destructive mischief—or perhaps romping 
in the street, every instant in danger? Or do you know the child 
is playing safely, happily, healthfully. 
Teter-Rabbit is a God-send to mothers. With this beautiful action- 
toy, they can know where the children are and what 
they are doing. Indoors in bad weather, or out-of-doors 
in the sunshine, they will play with Teter- 
Rabbit hour after hour—safe from danger, 
happy because of the exhilerating action, 
healthfully employed because that action 
induces deep breathing and develops 
strong, sturdy muscles. 
Built to stand the roughest usage, cannot 
tip over backwards, get out 
of order, or mar floors, Teter- 
Rabbit will last for years; 
and you know the youngster 
is always safe and happy! 


SMALL SIZE, 24 inches 
long, 9-inch uprights, for 
18 months to 3 years. 


$995 
LARGE SIZE, 33 inches 


long, 12-inch uprights, for 
3 to 7 years. 


$395 


Veter’Rabbit 












































































































































































If you do not find Teter-Rabbit at your toy store, we will be glad to send him to you, direct. | 
Cc. O. D., by prepaid parcel post, if you will send us this coupon. 








| 
| Bisze Wanted .cccccccccccccccccccccecsccsscccecesecsvcvcccsceccce Price @..ccccccccccccce | 
| | 
NT PLETE CL ST TOT COP ERELE ECL CCPL CL TO ee ee 
! DGGTOBS occ ccc cccccccccccccccccccc cece ccc ce ce cccc cee c ccc eceeecseccccecesccececcceccoece i 
| City .cccccccece : 2 C066 0008 sd c0dS0e0ss S000 Ces ewneren se DOROD oni ccddnsnedeenccadecsasainceess | 
| TETER-RABBIT COMPANY : 
: 536-38 West Congress Street DETROIT, MICH. 4 


A HANDY WAY TO SUBSCRIBE 


F™ those who bring CHILD LIFE home occasionally 
or take it to a little friend—why not fill out and mail 
this coupon today? Then the lucky boy or girl will be on 
the regular mailing list. CHILD LIFE will bring chil- 


dren 365 days of real constructive fun. 


35c a copy—$3.00 a year— $5.00 for two years 
CHILD LIFE Magazine 
$36 So. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill. 


I am enclosing $3.00 for one year or $5.00 for two years 
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CHILD LIFE KITCHEN 
(Continued from page 363) 


measuring cup and a _ teaspoon. 
Read over the recipe and make sure 
you have all the articles called for. 
Break the nuts into small bits, 
not chopped, but just broken up. 
Now you are ready to do the mixing. 


NUT BREAD 

Into the mixing bowl put 134 cupfuls of 
whole wheat flour. 

Put 1 cupful nut meats on a plate. 

Into the flour sifter put 

1¥% cupfuls of white flour 

6 level teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
I teaspoonful of salt 

¥% cupful of sugar 

Sift into the mixing bowl. 

Take out 2 teaspoonfuls of this sifted 
mixture and shake it over the nut meats. 
Mix around till all the meats are coated 
with floury-ness. 

Make a little “well” in the mound of dry 
ingredients. Into this put 

1 cupful sweet milk 

I egg (break onto a saucer and then 
slide into the mixing bowl, as we have done 
before.) 

Stir the whole mixture till it is a smooth 
dough, then add the nuts and stir again till 
well mixed. 

Pour into the baking pan, shape nicely. 
Let stand for 15 minutes. Bake in a mod- 
erate oven (350 degrees) for 45 minutes. 
Remove from the pan; cool on a wire rack. 
Do not cut until cold. 

Try nut bread with this menu sometime 
for a June luncheon such as this. 


JUNE LUNCHEON 


Cream of asparagus soup 
Cheese omelet Lettuce salad 
Conserve Nut bread 
Strawberry tarts 


Le 


THE ADVENTURES 
OF ANDY 


(Continued from page 349) 


Leaves rustled; everything began to 
feel very creepy and strange. It 
would have been a comfort to see 
Billy-the-Lantern’s lamp _ shining 
out in the thicket, but Billy was 
miles away and as for the spotted 
horse and his friends she had left 
them behind at the colony, where 
they were now doubtless wondering 
what had become of her. 


Next month Andy gets into the worst scrape 
yel. Her new adventure doesn’t begin until 
she has washed her muddy clothes and has had 
that exciting time with the barber shop terrier. 
Then she comes to the queer private bathing 
beachand is interrupted by that rude chipmunk. 
And THEN—well, read all about it in the 
July CHILD LIFE, and find out for yourself 
just what happens next! 
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WHO’S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


Number XXXIX 
By RUTH BRADFORD 


Laughing away the cares of years to come 


















N OLD-TIME fairy books per- 
haps you’ve seen pictures that 
look something like me. These 
were of fabulous creatures, half 
horse and half fish, driven by gods 
of the ocean. Though I’m much 
smaller than those creatures—very 
tiny and shy and fond of warm 
seas—my head and shoulders do 
look just as much like a prancing 
horse, as theirs did, and I hold my- 
self as erect as a soldier! 

I am one of the many kinds of 
pipefish—guess which one! And 
though I’m pretty small and help- 
less, the bony armour I wear pro- 
tects me from the big hungry fishes 
that come my way. I also borrow 
the color of seaweeds and when I 


with er 
*fittle Gripper 
PLAYBOY 


fb merry laughter of children at _ of-door sports. Let them play today 
play—day after day of exercise | with the realization on your part 
in the open—-little toes, bones and _ that their feet are developing just 


: . . muscles strengthening... How im- as Nature intended. 
kee Pp quite still my enemies often portant that their shoes are properly Little Gripper Playboys—smart, sensible shoes 
think I’m just a plant! constructed and fitted! for infants, misses and children, are designed 


: ered tor growing feet. They offer good appearance 

It is YOUR responsibiliry—NOW! in combination wlte Tus Tue Soxs, 
Give them the Little Gripper Play- allowing natural movement to the foot; 
boy to prevent foot ailments which as wee a awe pon poe — 
ia cies nein. gaan en ie Futt Tozroom, for the growth and straighten- 
may, ina years, ; ing of little toes, and other features that have 
pleasure of dancing, walking, out- made Ground Grippers for adults so famous. 


See LITTLE GRIPPER PLAYBOYS wherever Ground Grippers are sold 


LITTLE GRIPPER 


A GROUND GRIPPER SHOE 
Let them play to their feet’s content! 


My tail is one of the handiest 
things I own, for whenever I want 
to stop I simply twine this weedy 
looking tape-like tail of mine around 
some weed—and there I am, an- 
chored down beautifully. 

Here’s another thing you will 
want to remember about us. Fa- 
ther is the busiest person in our 
family for he acts as a sort of nurse- 
maid. When Mother puts her eggs 
on the floor of the sea, Father comes 
after her, picks them up and tucks 
them tidily away in a little pocket 
he makes on the under side of his 
tail. Here he keeps them until the 
babies hatch and are old enough 
to dangle from their own tails and 
make their own way in deep-sea 
circles. 


Lots of Fun for GROUND GRIPPER SHOE CO., INC. 


the Children | 86 Linden Park Street, Boston, Mass. 


Send today for the 
attractive book 
“The Little Gripper 
Mother Goose”’ con- 
taining merry jingles 
and wonderful pic- 
tures to be colored 
by paints or crayons. 
Free upon receipt of ’ 7 
the coupon. 4 SE Be GMO ina siciisccsnssetorencixsqessceouannniuiesiesnteneeaniisesimelbsicnstisenaiies 


| Please send your book, ‘“The Little Gripper Mother Goose” to 


Marian Brooks Nancy Cochran 
HONOR ROLL Bill Brown Elizabeth Calandrin 
APRIL COLOR CONTEST Fey Agard one nibente — mao 
ay ne y Bru: ty rt 
Ruth Althede Vernon Bibby® Mary Bullington Laura G. Crisp 
wis Ames i er argaret Bundr Esther Cleary 
Mary L. Arnold Shirley L. Barlow Richard Burnham Doris Clough 
ae ——_ eo Fee nk ao 
. : . * anc! tty va rothy sidine 
brown spot nn ERR Conn Bye Machete = Cah Bay 
: yde rinne Boy arshall Crouc re ey 
Frank Banon Myrell Barber Mary Clift Betty Cutsinger 
Josephine Barker [outing Beaumont Ruth Collins William Dinwiddie 
WINNERS — _ 5 lary J. — boar = » a . 
rgiana ter rances Beres ugenia W. Carton obert tsc! 
Ruth L. Bay Louise Bisch une Crandall Pauline Douglas 
KATHRYN PATTERSON, 444 Melbourne Audrey Beane = E. Blankenchip wrence Cope Ruth L. Dalrymple 
Ave., Detroit, Mich., age 74 Ruth Bellenep ‘ Fred Bloomhardt L ford Cobb Mildred A. Duncan 
nnabelle ic! arian Blue ieanor ins rances lon 
“thee, ae. Eee | ee Spas Gee Ser Poeaes, 
, ” ‘ aralin M. Barclay elen ert arjorie Crouse yilis Dietric! 
Lucile V. Bennett ane Bonnell Roberta Clark ohn C. Duecker 
ELIZABETH ANE HEDLUND, 822 W. Mabel D. Bentz irginia Bowman Elizabeth Craighead rothea Davis 
Broadway, Elk City, Okla., age 10. Howard Bliss ‘ Dorothy Brackett — atin anet Davis* 
rtrude t leline Br love udit ile nora ee 
AVERY L. OKIE, Berwyn, Pa., P. O. Box Marilyn Brownlee Virginia Bright Carol Collin Florence Enfants 
316, age 12. Virginia Burns Bobby Brockway * Special Mention 


Continued next month * 
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CHARACTERS AND COSTUMES 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON. He wears a suit, half 
black, half white, with the black half 
pasted with silver stars and moons. On his head is a silver 
paper hat shining with fluttering stars. 

MOONBEAM. She is a fairy in wispy white with a bandeau of 
tinsel and stars upon her head. 

CLEAN PINAFORES. Two or more little girls in clean and crisp 
white aprons tied with immense bows. 

RED APPLES. Two or more rosy-cheeked, merry boys in bright 
red suits and round red caps. 

STICK CANDY. Black and white striped suits for licorice; orange 
for the orange flavor, and red and white for peppermint. A 
cap of oil paper with a twisted top. 

FINE FASHIONS. One or more richly dressed little girls in high- 
heeled slippers and hats with plumes. 

THE VEGETABLES. Three or more boys, or girls, one in carrot 
yellow with a green hat made of crepe paper; another in 
tomato red with round red hat and green stem; another in beet 
red with purple and green paper hat. Any others desired. 

THE FLOWERS. Three or more little girls dressed like respective 
flowers—roses, mignonette, violet, etc. 

Music. At least three for a lullaby dance song and chorus—all 
dressed in white, pasted with black notes. 

LAUGHTER. A very gay little fellow with a shirt of many colors 
ovr with nursery rhymes and figures, to produce a humorous 
effect. 

MISCHIEF. A merry little clown, incessantly active but harmless. 
Is always teasing everybody. 

CHILDREN. Any number, over six, who come to buy a dream at 
the moon market. 

A MoTHER. A stout, rosy-cheeked, smiling mother, wearing 
dark dress with basque and full skirt and a large white apron. 
She must carry a basket on her arm. 


By ANN STEWARD 
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THE SETTING: It is the Land of the Man-in- 
the-Moon. A curtain half black and half 
white covers the entire back of the stage. 

Four or more booths, gayly decorated in different—colored 

paper, including plenty of moon blue and white, are grouped 

around a center table-desk, which officially belongs to the 
controller of the market—the Man-in-the-Moon. Above him 
hangs a sign: ‘‘The Moon Market—Dreams for Sale.” 

[A flash light can be used to give the effect of a moonbeam.] 


[As the curtain goes up MAN-IN-THE-MOON its seen sitting exactly 
in the center of stage and back curtain, so that the black half of 
his suit is against the white half of the curtain. He is pouring 
over a large, official ledger. As MOONBEAM enlers, carrying a 
Slash light, he looks up.| 


MAN-IN-THE-MOON: Moonbeam! Back so early? 
Is it time for the Moon Market to open? It is 
scarcely eight. Who can be abed, sleeping and 
dreaming besides, at this early hour? 

MOONBEAM (flitting about on her toes): Man-in- 
the-Moon! Do you forget that eight o’clock is the 
hour for all good children’s bedtime? I found any 
number of them dreaming hard since seven o’clock. 
You may call your market any time now and you 
shall have customers. 


[THE MAN-IN-THE-MOON begins ringing some silver bells 
and all the DREAM SELLERS rush in shouting.| 


THE DREAM SELLERS: Is the market open? Are 
customers coming to buy our dreams? Hurry, 
hurry, let’s get to our booths! 
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[CLEAN PINAFORES, APPLES, efc., flutter and 
flurry and vie with each other in getting the 
prettiest booths. LAUGHTER turns a somer- 
sault and shouts with glee. MISCHIEF, al- 
ready up to tricks, begins pulling the carrot’s 
hair, pinching Tomato, untying the PINA- 
FORES’ apron strings, etc. Once in their 
booths, the PINAFORES stand, prim and proud, 
in their ruffles. The CANDY STICKS stay 
close together and jump around on stiff legs, 
in the manner of sticks. RED APPLES rub 
their cheeks. Music with toy xylophones 
make musical sounds frequently. MISCHIEF 
finds many unnecessary things to do. He 
delights in tweeking FINE FASHIONS’ curls.] 


MAN-IN-THE-MOON: Here now, 
you market men and women. You’re 
making too much noise. You will 
wake people up if you’re not care- 
ful. Then they will stop dreaming 
and not come to buy your wares. 
[Aside.]| Mischief, keep quiet! 

[The marketers are more quiet now. LAUGHTER 


keeps chuckling, however, and MISCHIEF takes FINE FASHIONS’ 
powder puff and does up his nose.| 


MAN-IN-THE-MOON: Moonbeam! Turn your 
light upon the path that leads from the earth to the 
moon and see if the children are on their way. 
[Aside.| Mischief! Be good! 

[MOONBEAM turns a spotlight on the darkened aisles in the audience. 


A band of children, both boys and girls, are seen coming up the 
aisles in the path of light. All carry baskets.| 


MAN-IN-THE-MOON: They’re coming! Each 
one of you get ready to sing his song. But mind 
you, don’t all do it at once! Everyone must take 
his turn. Mischief, come here and stay by my 
table. Whoever will buy if you keep on playing such 
tricks! 


[And now the crowd begins to come into the market from a door on one 
side. Distant music is heard. MMOONBEAM flutters toward them 
and chants.| 


MOONBEAM: 

Welcome to our bright Moon Market, 

All your dreams you here may buy; 

With moon-magic we enrich you 

And both dreams and means supply. 

All the moon is made of silver, 

Just reach out and catch a beam 
And break it up in little pieces 
Just the size to buy your dream! 
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[Here MOONBEAM unfurls a coil of silver paper, 
pasted in a strip several yards long, and the 
crowd of children eagerly catch it and tear off 
little bits. 'MAN-IN-THE-MOON then signals 
the marketers to begin selling their wares. 
CLEAN PINAFORES ai first booth step forth 
and very primly and proudly sing.| 


CLEAN PINAFORES (swinging their 
aprons): 
Oh, come and buy a clean white 
pinafore! 
They are made in a way that you’ll 
adore! 
With tucks and ruffles and pockets, 
too, 
Crispily frilled for the front of you! 
- RED APPLES: 
Oh, we’re red apples round and gay! 
We’ re good for children, grown people 
say. 
We'll give you cheeks as red as these. 
And all of you we’re bound to please. 
STICK CANDY: 
Yum, yum, yum—yes mum—we’re good. 
We’re better to taste than everyday food! 
Licorice, orange, and peppermint! 
Yum, yum—yes mum—do take our hint! 
THE VEGETABLES (looking scornfully at STICK 
CANDY): 
We may not be so sweet, but still 
Those sticky folks might make you ill, 
While we will make you tall and strong, 
If you will heed our healthy song. 
FINE FASHIONS: 
There is no pretty mam’sell 
Who has not dreamed of me. 
I’m sure my hat and gown excel 
These other dreams you see. 
FLOWERS: 
Do buy some flowers from our stall! 
We've posies here to please you all— 
Pansies, daisies, mignonettes. 
Roses red, and violets! 
MusIc: 
Oh! come buy our music! We sell every kind. 
A song for each moment: With us you will find 
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A soft lullaby, 

Or dance bright and gay, 

A chorus for children, 

In sweet roundelay. 

[Here the music chorus—lullaby, dance music and children’s chorus 
—all make a ring and sing ‘‘ All around the Mulberry Bush,” or 
any familiar play-time song.] 

LAUGHTER: 

I’m laughter, I’m laughter. Ho-ho, ha-ha, ho-ho! 

I’m tricky and tickly, ho-ho, ha-ha, just so! 

So sunny and funny, I’ll fill your heart with glee, 

So easy and teasy, none can compare with me, 
tee-hee! 

[The children now begin to make their selection of dreams, 
and as they buy them they shout with joy.| 


CHILDREN (singing): I’ll take music, 
I want vegetables, 
Give me flowers, 
Give me candy, 
Me laughter! 


Lullaby alone: 
Dance music: 
Children’s chorus: 


MISCHIEF (speaking eagerly): Buy me! Buy me! 
Won’t somebody buy me? 
CHILDREN (all together): No! No! Nobody 


wants Mischief. 


[The children, each accompanied by a DREAM, start to go off in the 
bright path of light. MISCHIEF is left behind. As they go, the 
DREAMS chant joyously.] 


DREAMS: Down the shining bright Moonbeam, 
To earth, ere break of day, 
Happy dreams, so nearly true, 
We hasten on our way. 


[They have all gone now, and the Dream Market seems empty. 
MAN-IN-THE-MOON and MOONBEAM prepare to leave when sud- 
denly they spy poor little MISCHIEF, who ts sitting on the ground 
sobbing.] 

MOONBEAM: What! Mischief! Did nobody buy 
you? That’sstrange! You’re full of tricks, I know. 
But you don’t mean any harm, do you? 

MISCHIEF: Oh, no! No! I was only playing. 
But I am so sorry now. 

MOONBEAM (speaking to MAN-IN-THE-MOoN): 
Dearie me! I do hate to see little Mischief weeping 
so bitterly. Whatever shall we do with him? Who- 
ever shall buy him? 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON: Indeed! Who is so full of 

kindness that 
he will forgive 
all the mistakes 
of Mischief? So 
full of under- 
standing that 
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he can find some kind of a smile for all the pranks 
Mischief can play? Who is so— 
[Just then MAN-IN-THE-MOON sees the MOTHER hurrying down 


the aisle. All over her broad face is a smile of soft kindness. 
She is swinging a basket over her arm.} 


MAN-IN-THE-MOON: Who is this coming? 

MOONBEAM (excitedly): Oh! I have seen many 
like her in the markets on earth. They buy food 
and flowers and clothes for little children. [By this 
time the MOTHER is upon them, and MOONBEAM 
gracefully goes up to her to greet her.) 

MOONBEAM (bowing): Welcome to our bright 
Moon Market! 

MOTHER: Whist now, I am late in coming. Are 
you almost sold out? 

[MISCHIEF begins to wipe his eyes at the sound of her voice.| 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON: We are, indeed. In fact, 
entirely sold out! 

MOTHER: Entirely, did you say? 
likely lad! 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON: But madam, alas! 
just Mischief whom nobody dreams of. 

MOTHER (going over to MISCHIEF): Mischief, is it? 
But he has a tear in his eye— 

MISCHIEF: ‘That is because I am so sorry. 
he recites forlornly.| 
I never mean a bit of harm, no matter what I do. 
I’m always sorry if I vex, and full of promise too. 

If some one just will care for me, and my poor pranks 
forgive, 
I’ll try so hard, I truly will, the best of lives to live. 

MOTHER (leaning to raise MISCHIEF): Bless my 
soul, if it isn’t a sorry little boy. Just the kind I’ve 
been dreaming of finding and loving. Forgive you, 
is it, lad? Faith, there was never a small child in 
this world I could not forgive. And it’s taking you 
home with me I am this instant. 

MOONBEAM (amazed): But this is wonderful! 
You must tell us who you are. Who is it that will 
buy Mischief? 

MOTHER: I’mamother. It isnot Mischief I am 
buying but only a little lad. Come on, my boy, ’tis 
home we must be before dawn—before the bright, 
shining day which is 


But here’s a 


That is 


[Then 


to-morrow. 
MISCHIEF: I am : 
bought at last! Some- > 


one is willing to love me 
in spite of all my faults! 

MOTHER (taking his 
arm): I'd like to buy 
all the faults in the 
world and forgive them 
(Continued on page 381) 
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CHILD LIFE 


This 


useful guide 


to your 


children’s reading 


(“aaaeen read best when their own in- 
terests in reading are satisfied. Parents 
know that it is useless to offer merely 
what they should read. Children follow 
attentively only what they really like. 
The proper combining of should-read 
and like is so often perplexing. What 
books to choose—for what age to use? 
The booklet “Books for Boys and Girls 


F REE 


Write for your copy today 





and Guide for Selection” solves the prob- 
lem. Outlined according to age group 
preference are some 180 worth while 
books that children like. 

You will find this guide accurate and 
trust-worthy in helping you select books 
for children of any age. Your copy will 
be mailed promptly upon request—no 
charge. Use the coupon below. 


Four of the 180 books ranging from 35c to $2.00 that appear in the ‘‘Guide”’ 
(Sold by your nearest dealer—or order direct, adding seven cents each for postage.) 


THE ADVENTURES OF REMI 
(Sans Famille) By Hector Malot 
For young people of any age 

There is a fine simplicity in this old-world tale of the 
little orphan, Remi, who knew hunger, cold, and sor- 
row before he came into his own. ‘Translated by 
Philip Schuyler Allen. Beautifully illustrated by Mead 
ROTOR ein 59) Dueita ea eracis Seen tree meee en $1.75 


THE REAL MOTHER GOOSE 
Written by Herself 
For boys and girls from four to eight 


Here are all the rollicking rimes of the popular old 
lady with lively pictures that children will understand at 
a glance. Thirty-two full-page and one hundred and 
forty-five text pictures in full color. Cloth, size 934x12 
HRI: SOU PEE. < locae cc unendindcw wes Mewansaueee $2.00 


RAND MSNALLY & COMPANY 


536 S. Clark Street 


CHICAGO 


ENCHANTMENT TALES FOR CHILDREN 
By Margaret Evans Price 
For boys and girls from eight to twelve 
These special enchantment tales are long-beloved 
Grecian myths. Illustrated by Margaret Evans Price. 
Cloth, with colored inlay and wrapper, 8x10% inches, 
BI COMI 6 os. zeae aes ek Cennard des aue cae $1.50 


TUCKED-IN TALES 
By Patten Beard 
For boys and girls from eight to twelve 


Sandman time stories of little children 
who learned to mend their ways. The 
artist is Clarence Biers. Cloth, with 
colored wrapper and inlay, 7x914 inches, 
ON. 5 oa hc si kedaee coun 


Ranp M°Natiy & Company 
536 S. Clark Street 


Chicago, Ill. Dept. M-6 


| 

| 

| Please send me postpaid, Books for Boys and 
| Girls and Guide for Selection. 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Comfort for 
tiny feet 


PX soft hose that fit without a wrinkle, 
yet wear and wear! Made of long full 
yarn, they can be washed indefinitely without 
shrinking or matting. In all silk, silk and 
- wool, 100% wool, 
rayon or mercerized or 
combed cotton. A 
choice of the season's 
colors— guaranteed 
color fast. Also in 
white. Sizes 3 to 615. 
Ask your dealer to 
show them to you. 





Look for This Box 


Booklet sent Free 


Every mother of achild 
up to 4 years old should 
have a copy of this re- 
markable booklet which 
explains such items as 
how to dress the child 
for changes of temper- 
ature, choice of materi- 
als, when to use long 
and short hose, etc. 
Sent free on request. Address 
J. H. Blaetz, Mascher St. & 
Alleghany Ave., Philadel- 


AMERICAN 
BABY HOSE 


The stocking with the stretch 





JOHN M. GIVEN CO. 
Sole Selling Agent 
377 Broadway, New York 
Made by J. H. Blaetz—Philadelphia 


Retailers ask for the name of nearest wholesaler 


CHICAGO 


PITTSBURG 





We wish to correct an error which appeared in our February 1927 advertisement, 
in which we quoted 3,600 pairs of hose—it should have been 36,000 pairs. 
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THE BALLOON MAN 


(Continued from page 352) 


So he began to run through the park, and 
he found a red balloon, with its string tangled 
up in one bush, and a green one on another. 
He got so excited he was almost glad they 
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had blown away. When he got back to 
the tree, just as the moon was a gold rim in 
the east, he had half his balloons. And the 
owl was waiting with the other half. 

“Hurray!” said the balloon man. “I have 
my balloons, and I feel light-hearted again. 
I believe I’ll get home to-night, after all.” 

“Because you whistled when you didn’t 
feel like it,’’ said the owl. 

“Don’t lecture!”” said the balloon man. 
But this time he laughed. Then he took the 
balloons from the owl, and he floated up 
through the air, into his home at last. ‘You 
come up, too,” he called. So the owl came. 

“It’s nice up here, with the leaves and the 
moon,” it said. “‘But something’s missing,” 
it went on thoughtfully. “I saw a peanut and 
pop-corn stand at the gate of the park. Ifyou 
happened to want me to, I could fly over—”’ 

So the balloon man gave the owl money 
and they had a party and the balloon man 
played on his mouth organ, and the owl sang, 
and they had a very fine time. 

And always, always after that, the balloon 
man whistled as he came through the park, 
even if he felt cross. So he never had any 
trouble getting home again. 
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Birthday Album 


JUNE 


Children born in sunny June 
Will go on dancing feet, 

If pearls they choose, and for their flower 
Take honeysuckle sweet. 

Pale blue and white, the sages say, 

Are colors they should wear each day. 


BIRTHDAY ALBUM 


To make the CHILD LIFE Birthday Album, trace the 
illustration given each month in an attractive scrapbook and 
copy the verses for the month beneath the picture. On the 
reverse side of the page—or on the following page—paste snap- 
shots of the members of your family and friends who were born 
during that month and have them write their names and the 
dates of their birthdays. On the cover of your album, draw 
three stars somewhat smaller than the one in the illustration. 
In two of these paste photographs of your father and mother; 
in the third, paste a picture of yourself. If you prefer, you 
may buy several gilt stars the proper size at a paper novelty 
or stationery store, and either paste your photographs on 
these, or cut out the center of the stars, tracing around a coin to 
make your circle perfectly round, and paste the stars over your 
pictures, so that the edges will form frames. At the end of the 
year, you will have a horoscope for each month, and your 
album will be complete. 
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Me SCOOTER GIRL 


I SCOOT my jolly SCOOTER! 
How wonderful it feels! 
I hurry by and seem to fly; 
My wings are spinning wheels. 
I ride my magic SCOOTER; 
Oh, you should see me whirl! 
Just scoot with me and you will be 
A happy ‘‘SCOOTER GIRL!” 


JOHN MARTIN 


ENDEE Coaster Brake 


CHAPTER II 


THE ENDEE coaster brake is growing 

more and more popular with parents. 
They welcome this device for enabling their 
children to control speed and stop with 
perfect ease. The brake is absolutely reli- 
able and operates on the principle of the 
multiple disc clutch so successfully employed 
in automobiles. Manufacturers of the lead- 
ing makes of scooter bikes are using and 
recommending this brake. 


PUZZLE FUN—GET ONE! 
FREE Boys and Girls, be busy ‘‘Scooters’’ 


and send today for your jolly puzzle, 
“THE DISAPPEARING CHINAMAN.”’ 


—hurry and get one! Just write to 


It’s fun 





New Departure 
ENDEE 


Gaster Brake 


BRISTOL CONN. 


1291 





Adapted and reprinted by permission of John Martin's Book, the magazine for young people 










BOOKS FOR FUN 


PLAYING WITH CLAY 


By Ida R. Wheeler. $2.00 Stories and things to 
do. Fun for anybody about six to nine years 
old. How to make a plate, a vase, a paper- 
weight; how to start at being a real sculptor. 
All in very simple language with many pictures 
of things and people at work, and with gay 
decorations like those at the top and bottom of 
this column. A companion volume to ‘‘Your 
Workshop”’ in the Work and Play Books. 


CAPTAIN BOLDHEART 


and the other stories from Dickens’ Holiday 
Romance. New pictures by Beatrice Pearse. 
$1.75. One of Dickens’ least known and 
funniest books, for younger boys and girls. 
Here some children pretend that they are 
grown-up, and each writes a story of their 
adventures in the world of grown-ups. ‘The 
Magic Fishbone’’ is here, and ‘‘Mrs. Orange 
and Mrs. Lemon,”’ all with gay new pictures, 
four in full color. A new title in ‘“The Mac- 
millan Children’s Classics.” 


Ask at your workshop for the list of Macmillan books for boys 
and girls. It bas many more books like these, full of new ideas 
about things to do, and new stories that are full of life and fun. 
Its many pictures will give any young artist new inspiration. 
This list is supplied free, by bookshop or by the publisher, to all 
those interested in boys’ and girls’ reading. 


THE MACMILLAN CO. 


New York Boston Chicago 
Dallas Atlanta 
San Francisco 
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MORE BOOK FRIENDS 


By MARJORIE BARROWS 


I am the sister of him 
And he ts my brother. 
He ts too little for us 
To talk to each other. 


So every morning I show him 
My doll and my book; 

But every morning he still is 
Too little to look. 


This poem and others just as charming as this you 
will find in Dorothy Aldis’s ‘Everything and Any- 
thing,’’ a book full of picture children, who do just the 
things real children do, and talk like them, too. 
Sometimes they are in the bathtub singing: 


























































Just when I’m ready to 
Start on my ears, 
That is the time that my 
Soap disappears. 


It jumps from my fingers and 
Slithers and slides 

Down to the end of the 

Tub, where it hides. 


And acts in a most diso- 

Bedient way 

And that’s why my soap’s growing 

Thinner each day. 
Other times we’ll find them puffing dandelions, 
getting their hair cut, kissing nice Uncle Timothy 
with his patches of prickles and bags of playthings, 
playing with Radiator Lions, pulling up carrots, 
hiding, eating supper, or wondering about such 
things as rainbow skipping ropes or things like this: 


The morning sits outside afraid 
Until my mother draws the shade; 


Then it bursts in like a ball, 
Splashing sun all up the wall. 


And the evening is not night 
Until she’s tucked me in just right 
And kissed me and turned out the light. 


Oh, if my mother went away 
Who would start the night and day? 


Yes, you will love Mrs. Aldis’s other poems as 
much as you loved her poems published in CHILD 
LIFE, and as much as you enjoyed Henry B. Mason’s 
funny fish stories, that came out in this _nagazine. 
So you’ll be glad to know, too, of Mr. Mason’s new 
book called “‘Letters from Uncle Henry.” What 
fun it is to share with Susan and Joe, and their dogs 
Mike and Sandy, all these unusual adventures with 
tame fish, attic fairies, strange balloons, invisible 
caps and interesting brownies! Hundreds of chil- 
dren love Uncle Henry, because he is so kind and 
jolly, and knows just the sort of sensible nonsense 
and matter-of-fact wonders they love best. What 
a good time you’ll have with his book! 

Absorbing adventures of real children who live 
in Killarney, Paris, Heidelberg and other far-off 
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places, you will find in another fascinating book pub- 
lished this year. It is called “‘Saturday’s Chil- 
dren” and is by Mrs. Helen Coale Crew, who has 
written some very lovely poems for CHILD LIFE. 
Do you remember how friendly you felt toward 
Chinese children after reading Dorothy Rowe’s 
delightful “‘Rabbit Lantern”? Well, you will feel 
just as chummy with these neighbors across the 
sea, after you have read Mrs. Crew’s thirteen stories 
that show what good citizens and good playmates 
these boys and girls are! And how you will delight 
in the exciting adventures of rich Stephano, when he 
trades places and clothes with a poor Roman boy, 
who looks just like him, in the queer pranks of 
Tonia, who has such an exciting way of helping her 
brother win the painting prize in Florence, in the 
unusual experience that little Scotch Kirstie has 
with the students, the goat on the roof, and the 
MacDonald plaid! 

Mary Christina’s adventures here in America, 
that Mabel Cleland Widdemer describes in “Dear 
Mother Make-Believe,” were even more thrilling 
than those of ‘‘Saturday’s Children’”’ across the sea, 
and will particularly appeal to older girls. Mary 
Christina, you see, is a “Rebecca of Sunnybrook 
Farm”’ sort of person, with red hair, lovable ways 
and a lively imagination that stirs up the orphanage 
where she lives. She stirs up prim Miss Selma 
Marlow, too, when she happens to read the little 
girl’s make-believe letters to her imaginary mother, 
and finds out some unflattering things about herself. 
And after that—well, a series of strange new adven- 
tures come to plucky Mary Christina, that you’ll 
surely want to read about. 

While the older girls are enjoying ‘‘Dear Mother 
Make-Believe”’ our very youngest readers will want 
to learn all about the lamb who loaned his baa, the 
squirrel who cracked his chatter, and all the other 
amusing animals Ruth Campbell introduces them to 
in her jolly book, “The Cat Whose Whiskers 
Slipped.”” Ve Elizabeth Cadie’s colorful pictures 
will make you laugh, too! 

All of these writers are especially interesting to us 
for they have all written such delightful stories and 
poems for CHILD LIFE. CHILD LIFE poets are 
also well represented in the nine volumes of “‘The 
Poetry Book” where you will find so many of your 
favorite poems—the old ones and the new ones, too— 
that the school children themselves have selected. 
These are poetry books that we’ll all love to own. 


rhe YOUR BOOKSHELF 


ing - - - - = = = Dorothy Aldis 
ee BALCH & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Letters from Uncle He enry Henry B. Mason 
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Dear Mother Make-Believe - - - Mabel Chien fv idtemer 
HARCOURT, BRACE & COMPANY, NEW YO 
Saturday’s Caicee -- - - =e = = y og Coale Crew 
LITTLE, BROWN & gue BOSTON 
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The Poetry Book - = = Compiled by Miriam Blanton Huber, 
Volumes I to 9 Herbert B. Bruner and Charles 
Madison Curry. 
RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY, CHICAGO 
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HE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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Filling His Lungs and 
Adding to Strength 


Bes rowing motion of the SamMsonKar is 
the greatest exercise yet devised for the 
lungs and muscles of your child. Long breaths 
and expanding chest are assured; every muscle 
in the body gets an equal amount of exercise; 
there is no undue strain in the rowing motion. 


Boys and girls from 5 to 12 gaining 
health every day by this method. 





Combines speed with safety—Seat is low to prevent 
accidents—Car is finished in rich sedan blue—Rubber 
tires and disc wheels—For boys or girls 5 to 12—Seat 
adjusts to fit all sizes—Beauty and strength are com- 
bined—Guaranteed for 12 months—Retail price $15.00. 


Carries them fast 
And carries them far— 
Makes them healthy— 
The SamsonKar. 


We also build the SamsonKart for boys or girls 
to use in shopping. Same good construction. 


Buy SamsonKar from Your Dealer 


Show him this advertisement. If not in stock, ask 
him to order for you or send this coupon to us. 


THE SAMSON MFG. CO. Date 
310 Cliff St, Springfield, Ohio 
Send a SamsonKar ($15.00) all charges paid, to address below. 





Check in space below whether cash is sent, or shipment is to be made C. O. D. 


DC Check aes order 
D Ship C. O. 


CD Have asked ane to order for me. 


Peer eee ees eres eases esses esse esse es smemeseneseeeseseseeeseseseees® 
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Good Citizens’ League 


Responsibility. 


I live in one of the best countries in the world and wish to do all I can 
to make it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that I ama good citizen. 


Hunting 
‘“‘A-hunting we will go!’’ sang the 
members of the Brocton Good Citi- 
zens’ League as they piled into the 
bus that was to take them to Pine 
Woods to spend Saturday and Sun- 
day. A friend of Miss Bradley, the 
counselor, was loaning them her cot- 
tage for the week-end, and now at 
seven o'clock on Saturday morning 
every boy and girl was there 
with duffel bags and food 
hampers and field glasses 
and cameras. 
‘“‘ A funny way to go hunt- 
ing!’’ grunted Jimmy, a 
new member who had just 
been initiated the week be- I 


’ 


Bradley announced that they would 
attend a party there Saturday even- 
ing. The members were very much 
mystified and still more so when 
Mr. Jack placed a big lump of salt in 
the clearing, saying that it was a 
favorite delicacy with their hosts. 
“They like an old camping ground, 
too,”’ he said, ‘‘ because their enemies, 


the hawks and owls, are usually shy 


Message from 


WILSON L. GILL 


Inventor of the School Republic and President of the American 


Patriotic League 


N THE work of the School Republic, teachers and pupils 


leaping high into the air! At first 
it seemed as though several pet kit- 
tens had followed them to Pine Woods 
and were staging a special circus for 
their benefit. But as the campers 
peered through the shadows they saw 
that the little creatures that were 
frisking and frolicing, all unconscious 
of an audience, were bunnies. 

Of course, every member shared in 
that experience, and it was 
the most interesting they 
had during their week-end 
stay. But there were other 
good stories to tell each 
other on the ride back 
home. Elizabeth and Miri- 
am had surprised a raccoon 


fore. 

“It may seem funny to 
you now,” said Miss Brad- 
ley’s younger brother—Mr. 
Jack, as the children called 
him. ‘But you just wait!’ 

No sooner had the boys 
and girls settled themselves 
in the log cabin than they 
were out in the woods, try- 
ing to make friends with the 
little creatures who lived 
there. They took their 
cameras with them, hoping 
to get a few pictures of an 
industrious squirrel or an un- 
suspecting chipmunk. And 


should clearly understand that teachers are officers of the 
state, commissioned by the state to maintain order in their 
schools. They cannot escape this responsibility to the state. 
They would not be permitted to give up any part of their 
authority to the pupils. They are no part of the pupils’ 
democratic republic. They are in this as in other school 
work—teachers, trainers, guides and friends. 

The teachers say in effect, ‘If you, our pupils, wish to 
be responsible citizens, making your own laws, carrying 
them into effect, and conducting your own courts, we will 
help you as we do in mathematics; and as in mathematics 
so in civic life, which you are entering, we will help and 
encourage you to be independent of us; and as in mathe- 
matics, when we see that you are in error, we cannot let 
this pass uncorrected. In this way you will become self- 
reliant, accustomed to take the initiative in social and 
civic affairs, judicial in all matters, and accustomed to 
team work for every good purpose. While we would not 
be permitted to give up our veto power, if you do your part 
faithfully and intelligently, we shall never have to use 
that power.”’ 


in theact of dipping a fish in 
the brook before eating it. 
Bill saw an o-possum carry- 
ing its babies in the queer 
little pocket in its skin. 
The o-possum saw him, 
too, and pretended to be 
dead; and after that Bill 
knew what people meant 
when they spoke of “ play- 
ing possum.”’” The box of 
fudge, the boys and girls 
decided, should go to him; 
and he immediately opened 
it and passed it around 
among the others. All of 
them deserved to share in 


they kept their eyes opened and their 
ears cocked every second, for the 
counselor had promised a big box of 
fudge as a prize to the one who would 
have the most interesting story to 
tell of his observations over the week- 
end. 

There was only one spot they were 
not to visit during the day. It was 
a small clearing where other campers 
had been before them; and Miss 


of a spot where men have been. 
We’ll come back to-night after the 
moon is up and hide behind that 
clump of bushes over there, and we’ll 
see what we shall see.” 

When they tiptoed back that eve- 
ning and peeped through the trees into 
the moonlighted clearing, the boys 
and girls found their hosts already 
there. And such fun as they were 
having, hopping and jumping and 


the prize, he said. 

““My cousin belongs to a branch 
league in the city,” said Miriam, 
“‘and the members are to have an 
outing in the park and visit the 
zoo.” 

‘““You can study animals, no matter 
where you live,” said Bill. “I’m 
going to begin to pay attention to 
the things in my own back yard—the 
squirrels and toads, for instance.”’ 


(Continued on page 381) 
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QUEEN AT THE CIRCUS 


(Continued from page 345) 


taxes and buy that piece of farm machinery, too.” 

When Mother had quite finished, Teddy gave a 
shout of delight, and then all of us shouted and 
danced jubilantly around Father and Mother. 
When we stopped for lack of breath and tumbled 
down in a heap on the ground, Father went in 
search of the manager. He found him with a group 
of men just a little way from us. 

Of course, we knew the circus manager would be 
disappointed. Any one would be disappointed not 
to own our beautiful Queen. But, none of us, not 
even Mother, was prepared for a raise of the amount. 
So, when we heard the man say, “‘I’ll give you five 
hundred,” then after a pause, “I’ll give you six 
hundred,” then, in an angry voice, “‘ This is a perfect 
hold-up, but I’ve got to have that horse; I’ll give 
you seven hundred,” we could hardly breathe. 

“Mother, do you think Father will accept it?”’ 
Florence cried. 

Mother said nothing. 

But there was only a moment of suspense, then 
we heard Father’s big booming voice. ‘“‘Gentleman, 
that is a big price for my horse. I wish I could take 
it, but, for certain reasons, the horse is not for sale 
at any price.”” And with this remark he walked away. 

That night, after we reached home and Father 
was unhitching the team, Queen, as if she knew what 
a temptation Father had had to sell her that day, 
leaned her head lovingly on his shoulder foramoment. 

Father laughed, as he stroked her nose, and said, 
‘Queen, you old scout! You knew I couldn’t sell 
you, didn’t you?”’ 

We children stopped picking up chips for the sup- 
per fire a moment and nudged each other happily. 
Now we knew that even Father couldn’t part with 
Queen. 

‘“‘He’s really glad he didn’t sell her, same as we 
are,” Florence whispered. 


UH! 6 OR 
AT THE CIRCUS 


TRYPHENA BISHOP SWIFT 


WENT to see the circus once, 
With sister and my Dad; 
I had more fun, I guess, that day 
Than I have ever had. 


When sister wished that she were home, 
I knew just what she meant; 

My Daddy told me she was ’fraid 
To go inside the tent. 


We saw a baby elephant 

Stand right upon his head, 
And saw a little porcupine 

Look just as though he’s dead. 


But what was still more wonderful, 
We saw a funny bear 

Sit down before a looking-glass, 
And comb his auburn hair. 
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ADVOCATE 
THE BAREFOOT SANDAL, 


Tanwwhite,red 
greenor blue 


from $37 


POR SUMMER 


Acomplete catalogue sent upon request 


415 Fifth Avenue 
15 EastSAhStreet 


NEW YORK 


Spring Lake, N.J 


Southampton... 





Thompson’s Chocolate 
“DOUBLE MALTED” 


Like magic milk is 
changed into Chocolate 
Malted Milk in a minute. 
And like magic, three glasses 
of milk a day is as easy to 
take as pie. 

Here is a Chocolate 
Malted Milk that will dis- 
solve without lumping, 
merely by shaking cold milk 
with a shaker or mason jar. 
In fifteen seconds at home— 


MALTED MILK at home 


all by himself—a child can 
make a home Chocolate 
Malted Milk with a real 
“‘professional” flavor. Just 
twospoonfulsof Thompson's, 
a little milk—and shake! 
That’s easy magic. A full 
pound costs but 6oc and 
makes 30 glasses. 


Buy it at any druggist or grocer, or 
send 10c to cover costs of mailing and we 
will send you a three-day trial package. 


THOMPSON’S MALTED FOOD CO. 






—_ =< 
“DOUBLE MALTED"™ 
Sweet Chocolate Flavor 


Malted Milk 


Waukesha, Wis. 





IF IT’S THOMPSON’S IT’S “DOUBLE MALTED” 
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SCOTTISH aoe 
TERRIER $25 and up. 
The ideal dog for GHENNELS: 
children. Young Stock 7450 
colaiicieds HAVE a little doggie “Avenue” 
ne Foxie is his name Iitinets. 












LOGANBRAE KENNELS 


Rutland, Vt. And when you really know him 


He’s very, very tame. 
But when the milkman comes 
along 
He’s fierce as he can be 
He barks until you'd really think 
He doesn’t belong to me. 


CATHERINE BALL 
Parkersburg, W. Va. 


DOG HousR 


The new patent Ken-L-Den 


Wire-Haired Fox Terriers 
and Scottish Terriers 


Literature on Request 


KENNEL GARDENS 
Dept. C St. Clairsville, Ohio 


Pups for Sale, $20 and up 


Of the NORTH DOG FARM 
Desplaines, Il. Route 2 





Age 10 





Snow White Esquimo Puppies 


‘‘Strong Heart”’ Police Dogs 


“Character plus Appearance.”’ 
You can pay more but you can’t 
get a better dog. 


UN BEAM FARM 


TRONG HEART KENNELS 
East Pike, New Brunswick, N.J. 


The loveliest and 
cutest things on 
the earth. They are 
naturally a child’s 
pal and playfellow, 
and are natural 
trick dogs. The dog 
with a human 
brain. Handsome, 
lovable and intel- 


MEHANDY 


HAVE a little doggie 

We call him little Mehandy 
And when I take him to the 
beach 


He digs and gets all sandy 


ANNE ELIZABETH EASTWOOD 
63 years old Philadelphia, Pa. 





ligent. Satisfied 
customers in every State in the country. 
Safe delivery guaranteed. We ship on 
approval. Send 5c in stamps for catalog. 


BROCKWAY KENNELS 
Box 317 Baldwin, Kansas 


The Prince of Wales 


OWNS A SON 
of our English Reserve, Grand Champion 
Cuno V. Brunnenhof—WHY CAN’T YOU? 


Write for our List of Police Pups 
The Ardwin River Drive Kennels 


River Grove Box 37 Illinois 





ST. BERNARDS 


Champion bred pups from the 
finest pedigreed prize winning 
stock. Scientifically raised to 
develop size, beauty and in- 
telligence. Not how cheap, 
but how good! 


$25 up RIVEREDGE KENNELS 
DEPT. L. 


e ° F. McDONALD, Owner 
— “eee Champion Pythagoras Highiand Park illinois 


Chasy WIRE-HAIRED Pac 


By Ti THE GREAT CHAMPION 


START THE YEAR RIGHT AND ORDER TRUE SPORT 


Strong, Healthy, Playful 


WATSON’S " Farm Fanon guaran ery 
DOG oN) Becht Some 


ALSO aaa PUPPIES 


BRUSHES . 4) CASWELL KENNELS, Toledo, Ohio 


It keeps dog Sanitary—Good Natured—Hair Smooth and Clean. 


COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN TWO BRUSHES ONE DOLLAR. West of Mississippi River $1.13. 
Beagle, Boston Terrier, Bull Dog, Bull Terrier, Fox Terrier Smooth, Dalmatian, Fox Hound, 
Grey Hound, Pinscher Doberman, Pointer. 

COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN TWO BRUSHES TWO DOLLARS. West of Mississippi River $2.23. 
Airedale, Cairn Terrier, Chow, Collie, Eskimo, Setter, Shepherd, German Police, Newfoundland, 
"Sealyham Terrier, St. Bernard, Wolfhound. 

COMBINATION BOXES CONTAIN THREE BRUSHES TWO DOLLARS. West of Mississippi River $2.23. 
Pekingese, Pomeranians, Wasco Special. 
~ WASCO LARGE COMBINATION CONTAINS SIX BRUSHES THREE DOLLARS. 

all ns he West of Mississippi River $3.23. 

GREAT DANE ‘BRUSH B-25-C SIXTY CENTS. W. est of Mississippi River SEVENTY THREE CENTS. 
ONE BRUSH B-22-C SEVENTY-FIVE CENTS. West of Mississippi River EIGHTY EIGHT CENTS. 
Fox Terrier Wire, Irish Terrier, Scottish Terrier, Pinscher Wire, Welsh Terrier. 

ONE BRUSH LONG HAIR DOGS C-21-CD $1.10. West of Mississippi River $1.33. 
Chesapeake Bay, Samoyedes, Spaniels. 


Mention Child Life when ordering—if brushes are not satisfactory, money refunded and return postage sent. 


L. S. WATSON MFG. CO. . “ Leicester, Mass. 


Write at once for descriptions and 
pictures from the largest and best 
appointed kennels in the world. 


PEKINGESE 


This Is Me 


I may belittle and soft and plump, 

But my heart is big and true. 

My mistress says now I’m quite big 
enough 

To leave my dear mother—for you, 



















3,000.0 000 POUNDS 
Fi MILLER'S A Asi} PRODUCTS 


76 STATE ST. 


Battle Creek Health Food for Dogs 
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ACATION brings many opportunities for see- 

\/ ing the stars, supper on the beach, driving home 

from a picnic in the country, camping out or 
a trip by train or boat. 

But you do not have to go away from home to 
see the stars. John Burroughs, a great lover of 
birds, flowers and stars, once said, “‘Why should I 
wander up and down over the world when I can see 
the stars from my own front porch?”” Wherever you 
are, remember 
that the stars may 
be seen every 
pleasant night by 
every boy and girl 
in all the world, 
if they will only 
look up. 

To find the stars . 
in our new map, CYGNUS \ 
we must first go THE NORTHERN CRoss ‘\ 
back to our Big N 
Dipper and follow 
the curve of the 
handle until we 
come to the bright 
star, Arcturus, in 
the constellation 
of Bootes. 

Place your new 
map right beside 
your map, “Stars 
Seen After the 
Winter Stars and 
Before the Sum- 
mer Stars,’’ so 









j THE DOLPHIN 


AQUILA 


THE EAGLE 





Bo 
that the Northern CAPRICORNUS 
Crown will be next eee 
to Bootes. 
Now face south es 
and hold the maps s & 3 SAGITTARIUS: 


THE ARCHER 
over your head, 


and you will see 
that you must go east—on a line with Arcturus—to 
find the little half circle of twinkling stars called the 
Northern Crown. 

Let us pass over the great giant, Hercules, who is 
always standing on head in the sky, and try to find 
the three bright stars, Vega, Deneb and Altair, 
which are now rising in the eastern sky. 

Vega is a very blue star and one of the brightest 








SUMMER STARS 
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stars in the whole sky. It is in the constellation 
of Lyra. 

When Vega is well up in the eastern sky, you can 
see Deneb rising in the far northeast. Deneb is in 
the constellation called Cygnus. The stars in this 
constellation form a cross with Deneb at the top. 
This is the Northern Cross and it lies in the densest 
part of the Milky Way. 

Next, look for Altair, which is the brightest star 


in the constella- 
- CopyriGHt 1926 
2a Mas. Tueron Covton 
Cricaco 


tion of Aquila. It 
HH 
, \. A 
s) \ 
a2 \y 


will rise in the 
East, just on the 
edge of the Milky 
Way, and will 
form a big triangle 
with Vega and 
Deneb. Altair has 
a star on either 
seein: ee side of it, so you 
will see three stars 
rising in a row and 
Altair will be the 
bright star in the 
middle. 

Now look at 
your map and 
notice that these 
three stars do form 
a triangle and that 
the Northern Cross 
lies inside of the 
triangle. 

The tiny, dia- 
mond-shaped 
& Ye, figure formed by 
the stars in the 
constellation of 
the Dolphin is 
very near Altair. 

The head of the 
serpent in Ophiu- 
chus is found just south of the Northern Crown, and 
his body is outlined across the sky by stars in sets 
of twos. 

In the southern sky there is a very beautiful con- 
stellation called Scorpio, whose stars form a capital 
“TT.” There is one bright star called Antares which 
is very red and so very old. 

Just west of Scorpio you will see a well defined 
(Continued on next page) 
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a THE SCALES 





THE “CONQUEST” 
This crepe sole model 
gives wonderful wear. 
White with black trim 
or brown with gray 
trim 


Great Specialists endorse 


Keds for Children 


Read these facts learned in Army tests 


“WF children run free in the open air either bare- 
foot, or with light, loose, well-ventilated 
shoes . . . they will have little trouble, not only 
with bunions, corns, flatfoot or lameness, but also 
with their backs, their gait or their carriage,”’ says 
a famous specialist. 


During the Great War the Army Draft Boards 
proved again the truth of his opinion. For from 
theSouth, where children are shod as he recommends, 
came the fewest men with flat feet, and from the 
North and Far West, where children’s shoes are 
more frequently heavy and ill-fitting, came men as 
high as one-fourth of whom were found to have 
serious foot defects. 

Do mothers need any greater proof of the value 
of Keds? For Keds relax tired little feet—strength- 
en growing muscles, cramped all winter long—help 
the whole body to grow straight and erect. 

Keds are built to stand the hardest wear, fre- 
quently saving dollars on the summer shoe bill. 

In all popular styles for men, women and children 
at prices from $1.25 to $4.50. They are made only 
by the 


United States Rubber Company 






Map of U.S. Army statistics. The South, 
where most children go barefoot or wear 
light shoes, had the smallest percentage of 
flat-footed men 


They are not Keds 


Trade Mark Reg. U. 5. Pat. Of. 


unless the name Keds is on the shoe 
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STAR STUDY 


(Continued from page 379) 


square made by the four stars in Libra. 

The stars in Sagittarius form an upside-down 
dipper, which is called the Milk Dipper. This dip- 
per follows right after—or is east of—the Scorpion. 
These two constellations may be seen all summer 
in the southern sky. 

This month the summer stars are rising in the 
East. Each night they will rise a little higher in the 
sky and in August the bright star, Vega, will be 
directly over our heads. 

After you have painted your map, and are ready 
to paste on your stars, you will find that you will 
need three sizes of stars, because there are first, 
second and third magnitude stars on this map. Put 
your largest star on the dots with circles around 
them©, your medium-sized stars on the other dots 
and the smallest stars on the X marks. 

There are many myths and legends explaining 
the characters which these constellations represent. 
You will enjoy reading these books during your 
summer vacation. 


BOOKS 


Age of Fable, by Bulfinch. 

The Stars in Song and Legend, by Porter. 

Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales, by Haw- 
thorne. 

Myths Every Child Should Know, by Mabie. 

Stories of Starland, by Proctor. 


CORRECT PRONUNCIATION OF 
STAR NAMES 

Arcturus (ark-tiiriis) Aquila (ak’wi-la) 
Bootes (b6-6-téz) Cygnus (sig’ntis) 
Hercules (her’ki-léz) Dolphin (d6l’fin) 
Vega (vé-ga) Ophiuchus (6f-i-ii-kiis) 
Deneb (dén’-éb) Scorpio (skér’pi-6) 
Altair (al-ta-ir) Sagittarius (saj-i-ta’ri-tis) 


mo 
JOSIE’S HOME RUN 


(Continued from page 341) 


he couldn’t come I thought I would take his place 
and not let anyone know. I was going to tell Joe, 
of course.” 

“Oh, Josie, Josie, what will you do next? Do 
you think your brother would be willing to take 
credit for what you did?” 

Nevertheless, he laughed and laughed, for Josie 
looked so guilty and ashamed. The team yelled and 
cheered. Even the Whittier boys joined in the chorus. 

“Don’t scold her, Mr. Dawn. She won the game. 
Josie! Josie! Josie! Ring around a rosy!” 

Well, this was the way the Lowell Fifth Graders 
became champions. Perhaps I need not tell you 
that Josie was an honored guest at the Meridian 
game. Indeed, she yelled and cheered so loudly 
for Joe and his friends that I am sure she helped win 
the Lowell victory. She sat at the table when the 
chicken dinner was served, and if any member of 
the team ate more chicken and ice cream than Josie, 
I should like to know his name. For Josie liked to 
eat as well as she liked to play baseball. 








June, 1927 


THE MOON MARKET 


(Continued from page 370) 


if I could. Come along now, dear. My house is 
filled with merry little boys like you. But there’s 
room for one more and that is yourself, and I shall 
call you Merriment. 

[They start off and MOONBEAM and MAN-IN-THE-MOON stare.| 

MOTHER (looking back): Good morrow to you 
both. And many thanks for this good dream. 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON (anxiously): If only he will 
be good! Now, Mischief—I mean Merriment— 
mind— 

[MOTHER and MERRIMENT go off stage waving.| 

MAN-IN-THE-MOON (sighing): Well, this has been 
a good night’s business! 

MOONBEAM (looking off stage): Dawn is coming. 
Man-in-the-Moon, hurry! Blow out your light! 
[MAN-IN-THE-MOON blows and lights go out.| 

MOONBEAM (speaking softly in the darkness): 

Our Market is closed for to-night, 
And all of our Dreams have been bought; 
If you have not seen what you want, 
If you have not found what you sought, 
Then come to the Market again. 
Each night it is filled up anew 
With hundreds of wishes and dreams 
That eagerly wait to come true 

Just—for—you! 

[CURTAIN] 


WOW 


STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, 
CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, 


Of CHILD LIFE Magazine, published monthly at Chicago, Illinois, for 
April 1, 1927. 

STATE OF ILLINOIS 
COUNTY OF COOK 

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesaid, 
personally appeared Fred L. M¢Nally, who, having been duly sworn according 
to law, deposes and says that he is the Business Manager of the CHILD LIFE 
Magazine and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, 
a true statement of the ownership, management (and if a daily paper, the 
circulation), etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above 
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 411, 
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, 
and business managers are: Publisher, Rand M¢Nally & Company, 536 South 
Clark St., Chicago, Ill.; Editor, Rose Waldo, 536 South Clark St., Chicago, 
Ill.; Managing Editor, Fred L. M¢Nally, 536 South Clark St., Chicago, IIl.; 
Business Manager, Fred L. M¢Nally, 536 South Clark St., Chicago, Il. 

That the owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its name and address 
must be stated and also immediately thereunder the names and addresses of 
stockholders owning or holding one per cent or more of total amount of stock. 
If not owned by a corporation, the names and addresses of the individual 
owners must be given. If owned by a firm, company, or other unincorporated 
concern, its name and address, as well as those of each individual member, 
must be given.) 

Harry B. Clow and Andrew F. W. M¢Nally, Trustees of Estate of Andrew 
MSNally, deceased, 536-538 South Clark St., Chicago, Ill.; H. B. Clow, 
60 Scott St., Chicago, Ill.; Andrew F. W. M¢Nally, 536-538 South Clark St., 
Chicago, Ill; Estate of James MeNally, deceased, 536-538 South Clark St., 
Chicago, Ill: Sabina R. Arnold, Western Springs, Ill.; Mrs. Wm. H. Milch- 
sack, 518 Centre St., Bethlehem, Pa.; Mrs. Clara M. Hohl, 5 Edgewood Park, 
New Rochelle, N. ¥.; Mrs. June P. M. Chapin, care Whitney Central Trust 
& Savings Bank, City Bank Branch, New Orleans, La.; Mary A. B. Mackenzie, 
140 S. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill.; E. C. Buehring, 536-538 South Clark St., 
Chicago, Ill.; Jessie "Hessert, 547 Fullerton Parkway, Chicago, Ill.; Eleanor V. 
M®Nally, 1041 Judson Ave., Evanston, Ill.; Julia Hessert, 219 ‘Lake Shore 
Drive, Chicago, Ill.; Gustav Hessert, 536-538 South Clark St., Chicago, II1.; 
F. D. Payne, 3636 ‘Maple Square Ave., Chicago, Ill.; Louise P. Bunts, 550 
Surf St., Chicago, Til. 

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders 
owning or holding 1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, 
or other securities are: (If there are none, so state.) None. 

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, 
stockholders, and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of stock- 
holders and security holders as they appear upon the books of the company 
but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder —— upon the 
books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name 
of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given; also 
that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full 
knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that 
of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other 
person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect in the 
-_ stock, bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him. 

That the av erage number of copies of each issue of this publication sold 
or distributed, through the mails‘or otherwise, to paid subscribers during the 
six months preceding the date shown above is .......... (This information 
is required from daily publications only.) 


Frep L. M°Natiy 
(Signature of editor, publisher, business manager, or owner.) 
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 24th day of March, 1927 


SEAL A M! J. Stanton 
(My commission expires December 8, 1930.) 
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GOOD CITIZENS LEAGUE 
(Continued from page 376) 


‘“‘Let’s go hunting at the library, too,” 
Jimmy. 

And that was how it happened that at each June 
meeting, the members of the Brocton Good Citizens’ 
League had other stories to tell each other of their 
little woodland friends. 


suggested 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is a reader of CHILD LIFE may become 
a member of the league and, upon application, giving his name, 
age, and address, will receive a membership pin. We shall be 
glad to help you start a branch league among your friends or 
among the pupils in your room at school and shall mail pins for 
the boys and girls whose names, ages and addresses you send us. 

Address all inquiries to Frances Cavanah, Manager, CHILD 
LIFE Good Citizens’ League, 536 S. Clark St., Chicago, III. 


A Good Citizen—Hunting 


I visited the woods, keeping a sharp look-out for animals. 

I visited the zoo, carefully observing several of the animals. 

I learned something new about the habits of the squirrel. 

I fed the squirrels in our yard or in the park. 

I read about the habits of the toad. 

I learned in what ways the toad is useful to the farmer. 

I learned several new facts about the frog. 

I observed carefully a frog or toad in our garden. 

I learned several new facts about the chipmunk. 

10. I learned how the beaver builds his house. 

11. I learned how the opossum carries its young. 

12. I learned in what sort of home the woodchuck lives. 

13. I learned something new about the habits of the gopher. 

14. I learned something new about the habits of the fox. 

15. I learned something new about the habits of the hare. 

16. I learned in what sort of home the raccoon lives. 

I started a scrapbook for pictures of woodland animals. 

18. When I could not find pictures to cut out for my scrapbook, 
I traced pictures of animals and colored them. 

19. Beneath the picture of each animal in my scrapbook, I 
wrote its name and a few facts about its habits. 

20. I made a list of five woodland animals helpful to farmers. 

21. I made a list of the woodland animals which live in my 
section of the country. 

22. I housed my pets properly. 

23. I fed my pets on time. 

24. I gave my pets plenty of water. 

25. I was kind to my pets in every way. 

An Honor Point is awarded for each day a good citizenship 
deed is recorded. The monthly Honor Roll lists the names of 
those who earn twenty-five or more points, and there is a prize 
for members who earn 200 points during eight consecutive 
months. Other good deeds may be substituted for those sug- 
gested above. Write your name, age and address at the top of 
a blank sheet of paper; then each day you can record the date 
and your deed or deeds for that day. Send your June list of 
good deeds in time to reach us by July 5th, if you want your 
names on the Honor Roll. 

One honor point will be given for each day that you add a new 
picture and description of an animal to your scrapbook. 


CON ANP WN = 


Honor Roll For February 
(Continued from May Issue) 


Betty Millett Harold Schupp 
Marjorie Morgan Harley Shotliff 
Mary Ann Muller Marjorie Showhan 
Monroe Nelson Bernice Sinclair 
Ruth Nett Nancy Sloan 
Wendell Newby Constance Snow 
Irene Odenbrett Luella Snow 
Burnice Ophiem Margaret Spoffard 
Verne Pacey Hilbert Stoltz 
Alvin Pagel Charles Stonecipher 
Robert Parks Wilma Stromberg 
Elizabeth Patton Margaret Stupeck 
Charles Peny William Sullivan 
Elsie Kuss Phoebe Prentice Bryon Tilden 
Ruth Kuss Nadine Purfurst Constance Tranchot 
Elizabeth A. Lobeck Jeanne Purinton Lorene Troup 
Phyllis Lybarger Kenneth Putnam Robertia Turner 
Carl McAllister Tommy Rascke Maxine Utter 
Harvey McDonald Harriette Rogers , Mary Valenzie 
Donald McGrath Marguerite Rosen- Blair Vickerman 
Ruby Memler baum Mary J. Wallace 
Barbara Messer Betty A. Rush Cleo Wiesjahn 
Cecelia Messer Lenis Rush Russell Will 

Eva Messer Wilbur Rush Betty Wise 

Henry Messer Dorothy Schold Robert Wittmack 
Mary Michael Raymond Schold Luther Wright 
Jessie M. Miller Kenneth Schuelke Katherine E. Zeis 


Jack Houchins 
Franklin Hunter 
Randall Ince 
Howard Johnson 
Mabel Johnson 
Roberta Johnson 
Viola Kanis 
Gordon Kern 
John Kimball 
Lorraine King 
Felix Koselke 
Minerva Kruschke 
Orville Kruschke 
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polly is having a wonderful time at the circus with her bal- 

loon and lollipop She is so excited about the clown, she has 
taken off her new silk coat, but we can admire it just the same. 
It is the new, long-waisted style so fashionable this summer. 
The collar and cuffs are trimmed with pleating. 

Polly's little linen dress is just the thing for a circus. No 
amount of pink lemonade can spoil it. The inverted pleat on 
the left side, with a small pocket above, makes it very attractive. 

When Polly is home helping in the garden she wears a smock. 
It saves her good dresses and is very easy to button on, so Polly 
does it herself. 


YOUR DRESS AND DOLLI'S 


Designed by CHIQUET. With Patterns 





All patterns are 20 cents each. 





June, 1927 


a 


~—- Vere -zr 


CHILD LIFE has patterns for all these good-time clothes. 


Pattern No. 5652, 4 sizes: 2, 4, 6 and 8 years 
Pattern No. 5708, 5 sizes: 1, 2, 3, 4 and 5 years. 
Pattern No. 5505, 5 sizes: 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. 


We are always delighted to answer any question Mother may 
care to ask, if she will send a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand McNally & 
Company, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago. 
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FIN FAMILY FROLIC 


By John Dukes M¢Kee 





FRONT VIEW 












SKETCH SHOWING 
HOW TO FASTEN 
PARTS TOGETHER 





DIRECTIONS 


OUNT the page on firm cardboard and make the four pieces. 
Bend piece ‘‘X’’ forward on the dotted lines, as shown in the 
small sketches. Run pins through the holes marked ‘‘A’’ on the 
wheels and then through the ones marked ‘‘A”’ on piece ‘*X."” Put 
small bits of cork or eraser over the points of the pins so that the 
pieces will not slide apart. Now put a pin through each of the holes 


marked ‘‘B’’ on piece ‘‘Y’’ and then through the center dots, *‘B’’ on 
the wheels. Make the pins very short with a strong pair of shears or 
pliers and put a bit of cork on the ends as you did before. See that 
all parts work freely. Now roll the toy along any level surface or 
better still, hold it on the moving turntable of your phonograph, and 
the Fin Family will have a rodeo of their own. 
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By A. NEELY HALL 


Author of ‘‘The Boy Craftsman,’ Home-Made Toys for Girls and Boys,” 
**Home-Made Games and Game Equipment,’ etc. 


A HANGING PLANT BASKET 


No? Well, suppose that you make her this 

dandy hanging basket for a potted fern, 
anyway! It is a long time since Christmas, and 
Mother is entitled to something nice out of your 
workshop every little while. She will feel very 
proud to own such a pretty basket, and you will 
feel proud, too, when you see it hung by the window 
and hear her tell friends that you made it all your- 
self. 

The hanging basket is easy to make. There is 
not much cutting to do. The bottom is a square 
piece of board like that shown in Fig. 4, and the 
sides are built up, log-cabin fashion, of eighteen 
sticks all alike. One stick is shown in Fig. 5. Each 
has a hole drilled through it near each end. The 


Mix Mother’s birthday is close at hand. 


holes are necessary because the sticks are strung 
like beads upon wires, as shown in Fig. 2. 

The bottom board may be cut from the end of 
a grocery box. Select a smooth, straight piece. 
The edges of this board will have nail holes in them. 
But the holes in two edges will be cut away when 
you saw the piece to the right size. The holes in 
the other edges may be plugged with match ends 
or pegs whittled to fit. Glue the plugs in the holes, 
and trim off the ends when the glue has dried. The 
edges of the board must be exactly parallel, and the 
corners “right angles,’ to make a square bottom. 
If you own a carpenter’s square or try-square, test 
them to make sure. If not, you may take it for 
granted that the box board corners are “‘square,”’ 
or very nearly so. Measure off the distance of 





Pets 
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BIG-BANG 


CELEBRATORS 


NO 
MATCHES 


es 


—SAFE NOISE— 


SAFETY PISTOL 


A _ Real Pistol in looks but safe— 
made of black gun-metal—comes in 
leather holster. 

No. 6P—Price $2.00—8 inches 


ARMY TANK 


Fired like any BIG-BANG with 
the added feature that Tank can also 
be fired by stepping on the ignitor. 

No. 5T—Price $1.00—8 inches. 


HEAVY ARTILLERY 


This New Model has four red wheels 
and is mounted on a strong steel 
carriage. 

No. 10W—Price $3.00—14 inches. 


Mounted on two large 
red artillery wheels— 
comes in three sizes only. 





FIELD ARTILLERY 


No. 16F—Price $5.50—length 23 inches 
No. 12F—Price $3.75—length 17 inches 


No. 8F—Price$2.25—length 11 inches 


EXTRA SUPPLIES 


Sonate (ammunition) per tube $.15 
Spark Plug (ignitor) per card... .10 


PARENTS!! Protect your child. Re- 
lieve yourselves from heaps of worry by 
getting him a powderless BIG-BANG 
—real in appearance and operation 
with all danger cut out. 

BIG-BANG in military games, 
saluting and celebrating has the Glam- 
or, the Flash and the Boom which 
appeal so strongly to every boy, with 
the absolute safety demanded by the 
most exacting parents. 

SAFE NOISE FOR SALE 
If your dealer cannot supply you, send 
money order or check or pay the Post- 
man fora ‘“‘BIG-BANG"” with a Supply 
of Bangsite (ammunition) which will 
be sent to you prepaid in U. S. A. 
together with complete directions. 


GUARANTEE—If the BIG-BANG is not 
entirely satisfactory, return it at once and 





your money will be refunded promptly. 


The Conestoga Corporation 
Bethlehem, Pa. 


(FORMERLY TOY CANNON WORKS) 


Boys and Girls 


Are you going to camp? 
See pages 358 and 359 











CHILD LIFE 


934 inches along each of the four 
edges, place a ruler a pencil-point’s 
distance back of opposite measured 
points, and draw lines to connect 
the points. If the points have 
been laid off correctly and the lines 
drawn carefully, the piece should 
be square. You must be accurate 
in sawing, as well. You cannot saw 
exactly on the lines without making 
the piece too small. A carpenter 
saws just a trifle outside of his lines. 
But the best thing for you to do is 
to draw another line 1% inch outside 
of the lines already drawn, to saw 
on. That will allow plenty of wood 
for the thickness of your saw blade, 
and for planing edges smooth after 
sawing. You must learn to saw to 
a line, and this will be a good piece 
to practice on. 

For the side sticks, get strips 34 
inch square from a carpenter or at 
a lumber yard. They may measure 
34 inch one way and 7 inch the 
other way. That will not matter. 
Strips known as “plaster grounds” 
are planed on only two edges, and 
they have knots and are not always 
straight. But they are cheapest, 
and you can throw away knotty, 
crooked parts, and quickly smooth 
the unplaned edges. Planed square 
molding can be purchased at most 
lumber yards. About 20 lineal feet 
of strips will be needed, but buy a 
few additional feet to allow for 
waste. 

Figure 6 shows several sticks 
marked off on a strip. Cut one 
stick as a “marker,” and use it for 
laying off the other seventeen. 
Your coping saw (Fig. 6) is best for 
cutting the sticks. A file and No. 
0 sandpaper, or No. 1 and No. 0 
sandpaper are best for smoothing 
sawed edges. Besides smoothing 
the sticks’ ends, round all edges 
and corners slightly with sandpaper, 
to remove their sharpness. 

The holes must be drilled accu- 
rately, exactly up and down, and 
spaced 9 inches from the center of 

(Continued on page 392) 
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Summertime 
is Playtime! 






Summer's 
almost here, 
inviting little 


and play. Blue 
Ribbon wheel 
toys make the 
sunshiny days happier and healthier 
for them and give them jolly fun, too. 


DAPPLE GRAY has a hand- 
some hand-decorated cast alu- 
minum horse's head, a bright 
red seat, black undergears, red 
wheels and big rubber tires 
The patented swivel joint will 
never bind, wobble or come 
loose. Made in two sizes. 





PITTY-PAT is exactly like 
Dapple Gray except that it has 
a nickei plated handle bar and 
post, with rubber handle bar 
grips. The patented swivel 
joint will never wobble, bind 
or come loose. Made in two 
sizes. 


PEDAL GRAY is exactly 
like Dapple Gray, except that 
he is bigger—for little folks 
who want something to ‘“‘make 
go." Finished in baked enamel! 
like Dapple Gray. The big 
front wheel has ball bearing 
pedal action and rubber cover- 
ed pedals. 





SNUGGLE BUGGY, the 
12-pound Blue Ribbon Carriage 
has many uses. Instantly col- 
lapsed with one hand. Easily 
carried. Makes a fine comfort- 
able bed for baby. May be 
used as a perambulator. En- 
dorsed by mothers everywhere. 
Disc wheels; rubber tires. Fin- 
ished wooden handle for push- 
ing or carrying. 





Just send name and address for your free 
copy of our little Jingle Book and we'll 
tell you all about the Blue Ribbon things 


Junior Wheel Goods Corporation 
KOKOMO INDIANA 


RIBBO 






Wheel Goods of Quality 















































CLUB MOTTO 
The only joy I keep is what I give away 


Since children are the real Joy Givers, CHILD LIFE is providing them with the Joy Givers’ Club. 

The purpose of this Club is to give joy to the readers of CHILD LIFE and to encourage expression 
in its members. 

Any reader of CHILD LIFE of twelve years of age or under may become a member of this club, 
whether a regular subscriber or not. 

This department is composed of original creations by the children themselves. 

Short joy-giving contributions in prose, verse, or jingle are welcome. Well illustrated stories are 
especially desired. All drawings should be done on white, unruled paper. 

The contributions must be original and be the work of children of twelve and under. 

If you know ways to give joy to others, write about them in story form, and send your story to CHILD 
LIFE. Miss Waldo will give your letters and contributions personal attention. No manuscripts can 
be returned. 


For Joy Givers’ Club membership cards write to 
CHILD LIFE ROSE WALDO, Editor 
Care OF Ranp MCNALLy & CompPANy 536 S. CLARK STREET CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


FOR SUMMER 


How Mother Nature loves her flowers. 

She washes their faces with gentle showers, 
Combs their hair with pine needles brown, 
Dusts their noses with thistledown, 

Then dresses them up in colors so gay 

And tells them now they are ready for play. 


DAYTIME AND NIGHTTIME 


When the moon has gone to bed 
And the sun is blazing red, 
Then the children wake to play, 
Run and frolic all the day. 


Then the mother draws the shades 
As the daylight slowly fades; 
Then the children go to rest, 
Nestled close to Mother’s breast. 


JUNE WEBB JAYNES, 


BETSY WINTER 
Age 9 Washington, D. C. 


SIGNS OF SUMMER 


Age 6. Birmingham, Ala. 
Summer’s coming, summer’s coming; 
Hear the busy bees a-humming. 
Hear the robins in the trees, 
Feel the merry little breeze. TWILIGHT 


See the flowers jumping up, 
Columbine and buttercup. 

See the earth’s new summer clothes, 
Ribbons, bonnets, buttons, bows. 
Hear the soft, refreshing rain. 
Saying, ‘“‘Summer’s come again.” 


Twilight, and the day is over; 
Fireflies flicker mid the clover, 
Now here, now there, now seen, now gone— 
Twilight, and the day is done. 








Mary C. POWERS, . JUNE WEBB JAYNES Twilight and the weeping willows, 
Delaware, Ohio. Change from trees to verdant billows; 
Now a whippoorwill is calling— 
MY DOG PAT Twilight and the dew is falling. 
JUNE as 
I have a little dog, = ae 
: : : he shadows deep’ning 
Oh, June, delightful month of June, His name is Pat. Twilight and t 
When winds ond birds all ao tune, He gets my shoes, Find the wee folks all are sleeping; 
When in the meadows swarm the bees And he gets Daddy’s hat. All are resting safe from harm, 
And hum their drowsy melodies! Your friend, When twilight falls upon the farm. 
ELAINE APFELBAUM, JoHN C. DUNBAR, PAULINE JOELESS LOVE, 
Age 10. Woodmere, L. I. Age 4. Winfield, Kans. Age 11. Harrisburg, Pa. 
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MY TAMED ROBINS 



























Out at my country home a little girl and 


Losin g I were walking to the hotel. We saw some 
{ baby robins that had no mother. I asked 
foot health | my mother if I could take them, and she 


said I could. 

While we were eating our supper, we 
heard, ‘‘Peep, peep!” 

We had to pick open their mouths. We 
fed them bread and milk when they got 
bigger. We built a pen for them. I have 
adog. My dog wouldn’t let any other bird 
touch my robins and their food, and neither 
would my dog touch them or their food. 
Mann they grew up, they lived around our 

ouse. 


| ge Vi already 


KATHERINE L. HINKENS, 
Age 9. Chicago, II. 


She needs 
shoes that fit 
correctly 


HILDHOOD should be a time for 

happy play and healthful exer- 
cise. But unfortunately, many children 
are handicapped by weak feet almost 
before they have time to enjoy life. 
The growing foot needs a shoe that 
fits correctly. 


Many a child’s shoe that seems to 
fit in the shoe store turns out to be a 
poor fit in action. When children 
walk, run and play, their shoes should 
permit their feet to assume all the 
various positions that Nature intends. 
Foot muscles need freedom to exercise 
and build up arch strength. Circula- 
tion should be unimpeded. 


So, to fit correctly, a shoe should 
be shaped naturally and be flexible in 
the arch where freedom is needed by 
the growing foot. These qualities 
are always found in Cantilever Shoes. 
The good, springy leathers of these 
wonderful little shoes fit up snugl 
tothe arch. The heel is closely fitted. 
All five toes can lie comfortably 
straight. Any boy or girl wearing 
these natural shoes can walk or run 
with a freer stride and can play better. 
Parents have the satisfaction of know- 
ing that nothing is hindering the 
normal, healthy development of their 
children’s feet. 

Cantilevers are sold from coast to coast and 
within easy shopping distance of most readers of 
this magazine. If you do not find a Cantilever 
store listed in your telephone book, write the 
Cantilever Corporation, 428 Willoughby Avenue, 
Brooklyn, N. Y., and they will send you the 


address of the nearest store and an interesting 
booklet about children’s shoes. 


antilever 
Shoe 


For Health and Economy 


Men, Women, Children 


SEASONS 


In the summer, in the spring 

Fly the birds with graceful wing. 
In the winter, in the fall, 

Fly the leaves and snowflakes all. 


Your eager reader, 


ROSEMARY BLOOM, 
Age 10. Chicago, II. 




























































THE BEAUTIFUL GARDEN 


There was once a little boy who lived in 
a great white house in a large city. His 
mother and father were very rich and he 
had all he wanted. 


But he was unhappy. His name was 
Carroll. He longed for adventure. But 
his mother and father would not let him 


go a. = begged ———? = 
and at last they to m that he could go. e 

He said he would rather walk than ride, Will Complete Your 
so he set out on his way. * 

After he had walked for a long time he Summer Happiness 
met an old man with a rug. The man was j ; 
shaking the rug with all his might. Carroll| | Tat great big beautiful ball of 
asked him what he was doing. The man many colors is the most wonderful of all 
said that the rug was a magic rug. Carroll playthings and the most popular. 
asked him to give it to him, and the old You can take it anywhere and play with 
man gave it to him. The rug was magic, it anywhere, in the country or the cam 
so of course it seemed very queer to Carroll. by lake or sea—in the water or out Ps 
He went on his way and when night came s 1 a aalln h bbe ined 
Carroll said, “I will sleep on my rug.” But ae se - ca — bbe lad 
strange to say, the minute he put his foot ee ) cha = d he b Se 
on the rug, it began to rise. er, it will withstand the hardest usage. 

Carroll was so afraid that he nearly fell Sold by most good department and toy 
off. The rug carried him for a night and stores, or will be mailed direct postage 
a day and another night. Then he could paid, on receipt of the regular retail 
see a large pink marble wall; it had an price $1.25. 
archway in the middle. Use the coupon when ordering by mail. 

The rug slowed down and landed in 
front of the archway. Then there appeared The VICTOR NOVELTY MFG. CO. 
a key, with these words on it, ““Take me 13109 Athens Ave. CLEVELAND, OHIO 
and goin: So Carroll took the hey andi) escnsnemmneiane en mm ae 
opened the gate under the archway. ~~ VICTOR NOVELTY MFG. CO. 

aoe y= a oe ogee On one | 13109 Athens Ave., Cleveland, Dept. C. L. 

side were flowers, and on the other was an | i ail ae i aie ‘ 
orchard. The flowers were made of silver occ = eae gen See ea 
and gold, the leaves and stems of platinum. 
There were roses, daisies, and other beauti- Name.......ceesecceeeecescccecesssceceeeees 
ful flowers. The orchard had apple trees, 
pear trees, aid other trece. But the annie ts fee tenner r seen tatecrenenes 
tree or pear tree did not have fruit, but 
they were full of blooms. The blooms were 
made of silver and gold, and the branches 
of gold and the leaves of platinum. Carroll 
plucked a bunch of flowers. For every 
flower he plucked, two came in its place. 

So Carroll took the key and went out 
and locked the gate. Then he got on the 
rug and flew home. He told his mother 
and father and said he wanted them to 
go back with him. So they flew to the 
garden and to Carroll’s surprise there was 
a beautiful little house made of pink marble. 
And Carroll said, ‘‘Let us live here all our 
lives,”” and they did live in the Beautiful 
Garden. 

LUCILE MafrFIttT, 
Age 9. Wilmington, N. C. 
























































For Children’s 


Parties 
Tootsie Rolls 


Use them for prizes 
in children’s games. 
They will have lots 
more fun. 





















No purer or better 
candy could be found to 
give the children. 


Ic Rolls 


Chocolate 
and 
Butterscotch 


















































Lunch Rolls 
Butterscotch Rolls 
Nut Rolls 
Molasses Rolls 













If not at the store mail the coupon 
with a quarter and we will send you a 
Family Package. Enough for several 
day’s supply for a children’s party. 








The Sweets Company of America, Inc. 
414 West 45th Street, New York 


SSSSSSESRERSSSESET SERRE ESRES SESS ee eee 















Enclosed is 25 cents instamps. Please send 
me a Family Package of Tootsie Rolls (Mark 
the flavor you want with an X.) 

Chocolate ( Butterscotch ( ) 
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LITTLE FAIRY RAINDROPS 


I love the trees, 
I love the flowers, 
But most of all 

The fairy showers. 


Little fairy raindrops, 
Trickling down the pane, 
Little fairy raindrops, 
Rolling down the lane. 





Little fairy raindrops, 
Dressed in silver gray, 
It is very plain to me 
That they are very gay. 


JENNIE HOEBER, 
Flushing, N. Y. 
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ANN LOUISE GROMBACHER 



















Dear Miss Waldo: 
My home is in Spokane and I am a 

student in a seminary in Tacoma. The 

inclosed picture is of my dog Liberty and 

me. Heisa little Boston bull and will soon 

be five years old. 

Lovingly, a CHILD LIFE reader, 


ANN LOUISE GROMBACHER, 
Tacoma, Wash. 










Dear Miss Waldo: 

I like CHILD LIFE very much. Would 
you please send me a card for the Joy 
Givers’ Club? I have two pets. One is a 
kitten. The other is a bird. The kitten’s 
name is Snowball. The bird is Cheery. 
I like them both very much. 

I go to the American school and am in 
the fourth grade. When I went back to the 
States with my mother, I was only two 
years old. It took us a month to get across 
the ocean. 

Your unknown friend, 


SUSAN ELIZABETH FOSTER, 
1214 M No. del Rilar, Box 147a, 
Manila, P. I. 






Age 8. 









Dear CHILD LIFE: 

I live on a farm. We have three cats, 
one dog, two horses and one little calf. 
My mother and father gave me CHILD 
LIFE for Christmas. I like the Joy Givers’ 
Club best of all. I like the stories, too. 
live on Pelee Island and our house is made 
of red cedar logs, and it is one hundred 
years old. 












Yours sincerely, 


MArY BURDFIELD, 
Pelee Island, Ont., Can. 








June, 1927 










Just like Dad’s 


My Dad has Knicker Garters 
To match his golfing hose, 
And I said, ‘‘Gee, I wish I had 
A pair as nice as those.” 







So Daddy bought some Bostons 
For Mother, me and Sis, 

And now all of our family 
Have garters just like his. 








Knicker Bostons in plain col- 
ors and heather mixtures for 
the knicker-clad boys and 
girls, and men and women— 
50 cents a pair. 


GEORGE FROST COMPANY 
BOSTON 


Makers of the famous Boston Garters for Men 


Knicker 
Boston’s 












Me CALLING! 


* = 


Come out into the freshness and warmth of the 
sunshine. Strap on your KoKoMoS and away 
we'll go! Kok oMos will carry us well, with 
their truss-frame construction, self-contained 
ball bearing wheels and rocking chair movement. 


KoKoMoS are made for little brother and sister, 
too, with’broad soft toe leathers that won't slip 
or damage shoes. They are rigid and will notsag. 
If your dealer can’tsupply you, 
they will be shipped prepaid 
on the receipt of the following 


prices: 

KoKoMo Regulars.............. $2.25 
Rubber Tired KoKoMoS.......... 3-50 
NO PONIES ass ccs asesces 1.75 


OKEMOG 
KOKOMO 


Stamped Metal 
COMPANY 


Kokomo, Ind. 
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“Jes’ for fun—” 


Jes’ for fun we go romping along 
All on a summer’ s day— 

And wearing our Jantzen Sun-suits, 
It’s the mostest fun to play! 


Freedom, fresh air, health through 
every pore—let the little folks live 
and play in the new Jantzen Sun- 
suits. The Sun-suit is not merely 
a swimming suit—it is a simplified 
single garment which is recom- 
mended by child specialists every- 
where for outdoor play-days all 
summer long. 


There is a wealth of health, fun and 
freedom in a Sun-suit. It costs but a trifle. 
Saves no end of laundering bother. Color- 
fast, made of real dyed-in-the-wool yarns, 
knit the famous Jantzen-stitch way—snug, 
elastic, perfect-fitting. 


Find a delightful selection of colors 
wherever Jantzen swimming suits are sold. 
Ask your merchant for red diving girl 
sticker or send 4c for two. Style sheet sent 
free upon request. Jantzen Knitting Mills, 
Portland, Oregon. Jantzen oe Mills 
of Canada, Ltd., Vancouver, Canada. 





REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


Designed under the supervision 
of a noted child specialist. 
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THE BUTTERFLY 


I saw a butterfly 
Go flying by, 
And I gave to it 
A grain of rye! 


NANCY JANE ELLIOTT, 
Santo Domingo, D. R., W. I. 


DEAR MIss WALDO: 

I think ‘‘ Dizzy Lizzie’ was the funniest 
story, and “The Adventure of the Seven 
Keyholes”’ was the most interesting story 
there ever was. I will send you a picture 
of myself dressed as the prince in Cinder- | 
ella and hope it will be put in my CHILD | 
LIFE sometime. Please send me a Joy | 
Givers’ Club membership card. I am ten 
years old. 


FRANCES CLARK, 
136 Yun Dong, 
Seoul, Korea. 











FRANCES CLARK 


DICK AT THE CIRCUS 


““Whoopie!”’ cried Dick as he read a 
poster a boy had just shoved under the 
door. ‘‘There’s a circus coming to town 
to-morrow! May I go, Mother?” 

“Yes, you may go,” said Mrs. Hunter. 

At two o’clock the next day Dick and two 
of his friends started for the circus. Tom 
asked, “Where is the parade going to be?”’ 

“‘Parade?”’ cried Dick. “I thought it 
was a Circus.” 

“Well, circus parade,” said Tom. 

“That’s down on Main Street,” said 
Jack, the other friend. 

When the parade started Dick didn’t like 
it. He thought the performance would be 
better. At the last came a wagon with two 
clowns on it, and one played a good joke 
on the other. Dick laughed till his jaws 
ached. 

After the circus parade Dick hired a taxi 
that took his friends and himself to the 
circus grounds. The next thing to do was 
to get the tickets to get inside the tent. 
There were two side shows going on at the 
same time, but they didn’t go to either one 
of these. Dick said, “‘Let’s get some sand- 
wiches,”’ and pointed to a small tent where 
a man yelled, ‘Sandwiches five cents 


apiece.” Dick and his friends walked up 
to the tent. “‘We’ll all take one,” said 
Dick. ‘All right, we have ham and ham- 


burger,”’ said the sandwich man. 

“T’ll take a hamburger,’’ said Dick. 
“Me, too,” said Tom and Jack. They had 
just swallowed the last bite of their sand- 
wiches when the gates of the big tent 
opened and they all rushed in to get a seat. 

In the first ring were two clowns and an 
elephant. One clown had a pail of water 
and the other stood still and wouldn’t 
move. The other clown wanted him to, so 
he made the elephant draw some water and 
squirt it in the face of the other clown. 
Then the crowd all laughed, and when 
Dick went home he said he thought he’d 
die laughing. 

JOHN Macy, 


Age 8 years Hagerstown, Ind. 
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Mr. Samuel Borger, a promin- 
ent designer of Juvenileapparel, 
created this charming little 
blouse just to show the strik- 
ing advantages of BABETTE. 


Because Boys will 


be Boys 


Even when dressed in party clothes 
of silk and velvet, boys will subject | 
their garments to the hardest sort 
of usage. 


That is why BABETTE, a Capitol | 
Silk created especially for children’s 
wear, had to be so much better and 
stronger than other silks. With its 
fine, firm surface which will not 
crush and muss readily, BABETTE 
is a boon to the careful parent. So 
pure and strong that it resists the 
signs of wear. And it tubs so | 
beautiful that it can be laundered 
again and again. Washability is 
guaranteed! 


Ask to see the BABETTE label on 
the next silken garment you buy. 
You will be pleasantly surprised at 
the modest price. For, BABETTE 
provides all of the economy of a 
huge, specialized production. 


Roce csecnewerewinwe d 
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= 
Who S afraid of the water? 
Certainly not any little mer- 
maid with lovely big ducks 
down the front of her bathing 
Not just pictured—but 
See the 
Bradley “DUCKY DARLING” 
and other Bradley kiddie-styles 
at your dealer’s. And write for 
the new Bradley Style Book. 


BRADLEY KNITTING COMPANY 


suit? 
cleverly knitted in! 


Delavan, Wisconsin 


Slip into a 


© 1927 by Bradley Knitting Co. 


Let your own Baby 


try it for a week! 
Money back if not satisfied 


IVE your precious baby the oppor- 

tunity to develop. straight, sturdy 
legs, strong ankles and rosy cheeks. Exer- 
cise without strain. Action without fatigue. 
Fun without danger. Comfort in every 
position and for hours at a time! 


Doctors recommend it. Authorities en- 
dorse it. Other mothers testify to its value. 


CHILD LIFE 








A caretaker for the baby and labor saver for yourself 


It keeps baby off the floor, out of drafts 
and dangers. Rubber bound all around, it 
cannot injure the furniture. Folds flat; 
easily carried wherever you go. Handle 
can be attached either front or back for 
pushing or pulling. Safety and comfort as- 
sured indoors or out. 





At your dealer or direct from the factory 
complete with detachable handle. $4.95 
postpaid. Denver and West, $5.75. Or we 
will ship C. O. D. if you prefer. Send the 
coupon today. 


Satisfaction or money back. 


The Rockaway Mfg. Co., 531-535 E. Fifth Street, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


di raps OD . for which ship postpaid one Safety-Walker. If I am not satisfied after 
one week’s trial, I will return it and you will refund the purchase price. 


MI a seiecnchciois See cab ceases accsv cass os wapaics sab emochaepadons es ibatbnbdonasokascbdapatsacedabehosussthathebuaieb caus ad aasitealcieeia oeantaaai eines 
Be oo ssasnensnckessaniseasersashinasie mocaaionipminsietio seins 


I iii ici ci i a 











June, 1927 


MY PONY 


I have a little pony, 

is name is Spot. 
He goes down the road, 
Trot, trot, trot. 


REBECCA JACKSON, 


Age 8. Winchester, Mass. 





RAYMOND WYLIE 


Dear Miss Waldo: 
I surely am going to get my Joy Givers’ 


card framed. I am in the seventh grade 
at school. I am going to send you a picture 
of my Billy goat and me. The boy sitting 
in the back is a friend of mine. I surely 
am glad to be a member of the Joy Givers’ 
Club. I think CHILD LIFE is the best 
magazine I ever have taken. 


Your friend, 


RAYMOND WYLIE, 
Duncan, Miss. 





L. ROBERT WITHERS 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

I like CHILD LIFE very much. I like 
the letters other little children write and 
all the stories in the CHILD LIFE, espe- 
cially “In the Land of Perhaps” stories. 

I am sending you a few lines I’ve made 
up about my dogs, and am sending you 
the picture of one of the dogs I’m writing 
about, on the porch with me. 


Who will sit up in my tree, 

Girls and boys and birds, with me? 
Beneath the tree, beside the logs, 

Are roots and rocks and my two dogs. 


My dogs’ names are Snappy and Bouncer. 
Snappy is the one in my arms. 
L. ROBERT WITHERS, 


Age 6. Fort Davis, Tex. 
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Why Don’t You Play 
a Hohner Harmonica? 


Anyone may quickly learn to play 
real music on a Hohner Harmonica 
with the aid of this Free Instruc- 
tion Book. 
See how easy it is! Read the sim- 
ple directions, look at the charts 
and pictures, take your Harmonica, 
hold it as shown and dlow-draw, 
blow-draw. In a short time you will 
master the scale; and when youcan 
play thescale you will soon be play- 
ing favorite melodies to the delight 
of yourself and friends 

Get your harmonica today and be sure 

it’s a Hohner. And ask for the Free In- 

struction Book. If your dealer is out of 


copies, write M. Hohner, Inc., Dept. 187, 
114 East 16th St., New York. 


The Hohner “Marine Band” is the World’s 
Best Harmonica Value at 50c. 


It’s Fun 


...to weigh ona 
Health-O- Meter 


All you do is to get on. 
A big arrow flashes 
around and tells you 
your exact weight. 
Weighing yourself 
every day on a Health- 
O-Meter is great : 
sport. 


Ask to havea 


HEALTH-O-METER 


... put in your bathroom 


It’s nice to know how much you weigh 
today and how much you have gained since 
last week. Your parents will be glad to 
have you weigh daily so that they can be 
sure you are growing as you should. 

$15.00 Delivered East of the Rockies 


CONTINENTAL SCALE WORKS 
5701 S. Claremont Ave. Dept.48-F Chicago 


F FUNNY PAPER FILE | PAPER FILE 


Children never tire of looking at funny pictures 
| 
| 


no matter how old they are. A child six years 
old can file them and there is room for a years 
funnies in book form. Send $2.00 for one sent 
by parcel post post-paid. 


PRESTON, The Kiddies Friend 


Workshop Elliott, Illinois 





Joy Givers Club 


ICE CREAM CONES 


I love cherry cones, 

Because they ’re good and sweet. 
Now we see the ice cream man 
A-coming down the street! 


BOBBIE DENLEY 
So. Fort Smith, Ark. 





BOBBIE DENLEY 


A GARDEN 


I know a garden 

That is by a glen; 

A little stream runs through it, 
And in a tree there is a tit. 


I know a garden, 

That is by a glen; 

There is a robin 

Why! I hear him on a limb. 


I know a garden, 
That is by a glen; 
I love to be there 
Tending flowers with care. 


PHOEBE FOSTER. 
68 A. Westbourne Terrace, 
London, W. 2. England 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

I like the Joy Givers’ Club and I like the 
Child Life Kitchen because I like to cook. 
All of the stories in CHILD LIFE are so nice. 
I have a pet bird and three kittens and I 
have two sisters, Mary Sue and Elizabeth, 
and one brother, William; they are older 
thanIam. I save the paper dolls and play 
that they are brothers and sisters and I cut 
the puzzles out and color them because 
they make pretty pictures. Here is a 
poem that I wrote: 


I have a little bird, 
He has a little swing, 
When I feed him 

He sits on it to sing. 


Lovingly, 


EFFIE MAE DyYEr, 


Age 9. Johnson City, Tenn. 






fun to 
Build- 


fun to 


Play in- 


Peter Pan Play fous 


Big enough for three youngsters to get in and 
play in. Plans include folding table, chairs, 
ook shelf, screens, door, porch and railing. 

Easy to build in afew hours with Peter Pan 
Play House Plans. Everything is complete— 
ene oa and instructions are easy to under- 
stand; material list ready to hand your lumber 
dealer. House is 6 feet by 4, and 514 feet high. 
Pin a dollar to the coupon—give your children 
a real play house. 

Complete with plans, mee 1392 00 

lists and instructions, only. 


Ask for illustrated folder showing Peter Pan Ready- Bails Play Houses 
PETER PAN BUILDERS 
509-a Security Bldg., Davenport, Ia. 
C Enclosed is $1.00 for plans. 


CO Please send folder showing Peter Pan Ready- 
Built Play House. 










“Say Billy— 
watch me bounce 
this time!” 


Hurrah for the 
Outdoor Sport !— 
the New Rubber Sole 


KANGRU-SPRINGSHU 
]aroo Springshoes) 


They strap on like skates, but go where 
roller skates cannot. Perfectly safe 
for even the youngest child. Can be 
used indoors in bad weather. All the thrill of 
jumping on the bed, thus saving bedsprings. 
Children of 4 to 12° years run, jump and leap 
over rough roads, paths and fields. It’s just 
like playing circus to enjoy this SAFE health- 
fulexercise. Anideal gift for “Children’s Day” 

which will be celebrated in June. 


Price 
$3.00 per pair 


Add 50c¢ 
West of Rockies 





ASK YOUR DEALER 


or mail the coupon 
LITTLEFIELD MFG. CO. 
704 N. Halsted St., Chicago, Ill. 


P. O. Money Order 
Enclosed is { Express Money Order} L0F $.......seeee 


Please send.. .... . Pairs Rubber Sole Kangru-Springshus 


with the understanding that this money will be refunded 
if not satisfactory. 


WIR io ca cccnsccdcscccaacsacs MBG os cd see cukedd 
MNS 6 5 nds e dadedauwineees WIN sd avira veccean 
CU piv ankedekckaessannenies State 
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Every Child 
Loves It 


Rainbow | 
Water Ball — 


You’ll play with it your- 
self. Indestructible, unbreakable. Contains water 
on which floats a Fish, Duck, Swan or Frog. “‘Say 
Which?”’ Guaranteed to last and to give $ oo 
satisfaction. Price L: peed 
Send for Gift Catalog. It is free. 
. It will solve your gift problems. 


THE POHLSON GIFT SHOP 
Dept. 346 Pawtucket, R. I. 


FILMS—BOYS—FILMS 
Largest and Finest Stock in the Country. 
Tom Mix—Chaplin—Johnny Hines—Baby Peggy 
All the Best Stars 


200 foot lengths $1.50 postpaid. Complete 
stories, 1000 feet $3. 50 per reel up. List Free. 


Write for our SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFER 


DIXIE FILM CO. 
Dept. G. Box 2042 Memphis, Tenn. 


Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


you can banish those annoying, 
embarrassing freckles, quickly 
end surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 


Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
oes with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 


The first jar proves its magic worth. 
Results SS Or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, 50c and $L. 


Stillman’s 


Freckle Cream ht 
Removes |] Whitens 
Freckles | The Skin 
SERS SEE EE SSSSE Sees. 
The Stillman Co., 126 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. 


Send me ee FREE make-up and skin treat: 
ment booklet 


OD cites 
Address......... 


EO. g 
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CHILD LIFE 


OUR WORKSHOP 


(Continued trom page 385) 

one to the center of the other 
(Fig. 4). Here is the right way to 
do it. Locate a pair of holes on 
your marker stick, and bore them. 
Stick a nail through each hole and 
see that it runs straight. If it 
doesn’t, throw away the stick and 
prepare another marker. When 
you have a correctly drilled marker, 
clamp it to the other seventeen 
sticks, one at a time, and drill the 
holes. The marker will locate the 
holes and help you to bore straight. 
You can bore the holes with a hand 
gimlet, shown in Fig. 7, with a bit 
and bit-brace (Fig. 8), a hand drill 
(Fig. 9), or any other type of drill, 
with a drill point % inch in diame- 
ter. Use the marker in the same 
way to locate and bore the corner 
holes in the baseboard. 

Finish the parts before you as- 
semble the basket. You may use 
a wood stain, paint, enamel or 
lacquer. One of the bright color 
lacquers now so popular is quite the 
thing, and one advantage in using 
lacquer is that it dries quickly. 
Most wood finishes may be pur- 
chased in quarter-pint size cans. 

The stringing wires should be of 
No. 8 or 9 wire. Bend one end 
of each wire into an eye, then run 
the other end through the holes in 
the bottom board and sticks, as 
shown in Fig. 2, and form another 
eye close to the top stick. 

Jack chain (Fig. 10) or one of 
several other forms of chain sold at 
hardware stores may be used for 
hanging the plant basket, and 
screw-hooks. Lacquer the chains 
and hooks with radiator gold bronze. 
Daddy will help you screw the hooks 
firmly into the ceiling where Mother 
wants the basket to hang. 


Safe 

Milk 

and Food 
For INFANTS, 


Children, Invalids 
and for All Ages 


2 ied 
ask for Horlicks 
, The ORIGINAL 

) Maited Milk 


/ yA eae 
ieme't\ 
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Colebrate® 4th ofJuly’’ 


Get th: t) | $ Safe and Sane 
of FIREWORKS nl withintheLaw 


BOYS! this outfit is 

repared especially to en- 

able rou to celebrate a real 

4th of July. This wonderful 

assortment (worth $3.00 at any 

retail store) gives a day's fun for 

the whole family. Consists of 6 

’ packs Chinese Firecrackers, 2 col- 

ored fire torches, 6 Roman candles, 

1 Aerial Report, 4 colored star mine, 6 boxes —. 

lers (10 in a box), 36 pieces of cca A in grass 

(3 boxes), 1 can colored fire b -, 1 piece 

Dragons Nest, 12 American Bang ines 12 pieces 

nigger chasers, 12 pieces — per; 12 pieces of 

roby lights, 12’ pieces Yip D rave, I jieces “‘Sun’’ Pin 

Wheels, 12 pieces assorted Dipped Sticks and Punk 

for lighting. All complete in a neat wood box. You 

can't beat it for oe > Guantity . , quality and ee 

Order ae t wai wrewee 8 cannot be mailed. 
Name your exp Li My e ship same day. Our 

booklet of celebration ey =, _nend for it also. 

Remittqnes | pee poooss waneey ue 
BR MEG 


42 Ella a Glcecen, Ohle 


See EUROPE | 


Intelligently and 
in Comfort! 


Henry Purmort Eames’ Summer 
Travel Party. His eighth and best 
tour sails in June 17, 1927 for 72 
wonderful days. 


Address Mr. EAMES 
American Conservatory, Kimball Hall 
CHICAGO 


“Pediforme” Shoes 


Reg US. Pu OF 
Teach Your Children How To 
Put The Best Foot Forward 


Parents, take no chances. Buy ro. aa 
Pediforme Shoes. Orthopedically c A 
size and style for every age and purpose. 
you buy another pair send for 
The PEDIFORME Book M 
It tells you about your children’s feet and how 
to care for them 


THE PEDIFORME shoe co. 
36 Z- — St. [a St., 
yn 


*“Fietore 


6% AND SAFETY 


Invest your funds in our Real Estate Mortgage 
curities. Never a loss of principal or interest. 
You can invest from $100 up. 


Write us for particulars 


B. J. CAVANAGH 


1310 Equitable Bldg. Des Moines, Iowa 


Clean and Healthy 
WITH CUTICURA 


To Hang Up Anything 
in the Playroom 
Moore Push-Pins 
Glass Heads—Steel Points 


Moore Push-less Hangers 
Safely Hold Heavy Articles 


10c pkts. Everywhere 
MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., Philadelphia, Pa. 


See Camp and School Direc- 
tory pages 356-357-358 
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